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dut of Seaſon. 


On the Reſtoration of King Charles II. 


THE 


HONEYSUCKLE; 


Conſiſting of 


POEMS 
EPIGRAMS, 
SONGS, 


_Y 


OAIGI NAT 


(TALES, 
OD ES, and 
TRANSLATIONS, 


"oy" 
— 0 — 


By a SocrE TY of Gentlemen. 


hm 


"a _ - — 


Aniag many other Pieces contain'd in this Volume, | 


are the following: 


The proper Time for Love; or, Nothing 


Truth in a Widow's Tears. 

The Country Life. 

An Epitaph on a Barber's Boy. 

Matrimony no Cure for the Eyes. 4 Tale. 

A Woman's Rea ſon for Cuckoldom. 

The caſt-off Miſtreſs z or, A Megl by 
Chance. 

The Reſurrection; or, Life conſiſts in 

Motion. 

An Ode on the Marriage of the Prince of 
Orange. 

What give to the Poor, you lend to 
the Lok 

Cuſtom no Law; or, A Woman's Title 
to the Breeches,” - 

The Toper's Confeſſionz or, An Expe- 
riment try'd. 

The Compariſon, Chuſe which you will. 


Cupid's Riddle. 
The Honey-Suckle and Bee. 


The Poet, the Beau, at the Lady. 

The Forward Sinners ; or, The ben 
ſa ved Trouble. 

The Popiſh Prieft and the Devil. 

The Flea of Taſte. A Fable, in 1. 
tation of Mr. Gay. 

The Hern. A Fable, 

The old Man's W A Tale. 

Little Dogs have long Tails. 

Neceſſity the Mother of Invention. | 

Manners make the Man, An Epiſtle tg 
the Honourable Jab Barber, 
late Lord Mayor of the City of London, 

A Druryan Paſtoral. ; 

An Elegy on the Fleaof Taſte. - 

Modeſty in Diſgrace z or, Aſſurance the 
way to win a Woman, 

Polly and Pugg; or, The Fate of Favous 


rites. 
The Modern Fine Gentleman. 
Warm 8 in the Winter. 
The weighty 9 4 3 


— over- 


7 


*T'was 1, or the Mulberry-Tree, A Tale. 


Ut pittura pft erit. 


LONDON: 
Printed for CHARLES Co IRT, at Addiſin's 


Head without Temple- Bar. 
(Price Six Shillings.) 
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> Nie US To M having made it neceſſary to 


— ==! /ay. ſomething in Behalf of Compoſitions 
Bl of ibis Rina, I ſhall accordingly give the 


<7 


; 24 Reader a Sketch of the Deſign propoſed iy 


N = = 
. 


| | the Authors of theſe Pieces. As Poetry im 
all Ages has been eſteem d by Perſons of the higheſt Degree, 
and reckoned by Men of the beſt Learning and Judgment, 
both profitable and pleaſant, It is preſumed that this. 
innocent Attempt, propagated with a Deſign to encourage; 


the Belles Lettres, will meet with a favourable Accep- | 


FARE. AW | & 88 . 
The Undertakers of this Work area SOC1iETY of 
Gentlemen, who, fo render their Productions as agree- 
able as priſible, are determined; that no Care, or Pains, 
ſhalt be. ſpared ; and thoſe Gentlemen who are willing to 
favour the SOCTET y with any Original Compaſiti- 
ons, the ſame will be inſerted, by ſending them directed 
to Simon Standiſh Eſq; Secretary to the SoCiETyY, 
under Cover to the Publiſher ; and the Pieces, ſo ſent 
any Correſpondent, ſhall, when inſerted, be mark'd with 
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n to diſtinguiſh them from the Productions of the S o- 
'CIET'Y, they being unwilling to aſcribe to themſelves 
any Merit due to another Anthor. | | 


Daouabtleſs this Pamphlet will, on its firſt Entrance on 
de W orld, meet with many Obſtacles; the Univerſal Re- 
" eeption, which ſeveral Monthly Pieces have found, may 
; cauſe the Purchaſers of thoſe to paſs this by with infliffe- 
rence; either thro" an encreaſing Expence, or chiefly un- 
knowing the Authors, and dubious if the ſame will be 
continued, AT «rt 


4 * 
| . 
| 


To remove any ſuch Objection, I have it in Command 
| from the Society to acquaint the Publick, that this Deſion 
will be continued by a Monthly Publication of entire new 
FP Preces on different Subjetts. And whereas, the Books, 
wader the Titles of the Magazines, as well as that 
called the Bee, in reſpect to their Poetical Pieces, con- 
_ tain little more than Verſes collected from, and firſt 
Printed in the Daily and Weekly Papers. There will © 
nin this Pamphlet be inſerted nothing but Originals, and 
to that End muſt deſire our e den be not to ſend 
any Pieces that they know to have been already Printed. 


S1MoN STANDISH, Eſq; 
Secretary to the Society. 
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DNN each revolving Lear, new Beauties 


* ; 


N riſe, 
er To captivate our Habla and chin 


Wh 


our Eyes; . 


Bur ſoon-their Empire ends, two o Years at moſt; N 
WM E 
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The Faireſt reigns the celebrated Toaſt. 

Who could have thought two little Years ago 

That Celia's Charms could yield to thoſe of Clo; 
B Celia, 


(6) 
Celia, the Blooming, Witty; Gay, and Young, 
The pleaſing Vocative of every Tongue. 
She who with Smiles could give ecſiarick | Joy, 
And with a Frown the riſing Bliſs deſtroy * 


She from whoſe Eyes ſuch pointed Arrows flew, 
They never fail'd the Coldeſt to fubdue ; 
Her Reign's expir'd, no more ſhe conquers Hearts, 
A Lover with each fading Charm departs, 
And offers up his Vows at Beauty s Shrine 

In lovely Clee's Form, that Form Divine 
Where Graces with a brighter Luſtre ſhine, . 
As when the Morning Sun his Beams diſplays, 
And decks the Eaſtern Skies with golden Rays, 
Luna grows pale and gliding from our Sight 
Reluctant yields to Sols ſuperior Light; 
80 muſt (poor Celia) thy enervate Charms 


Yield to a Nymph whom greater Beauty arms. 


** 


ny 
A $ONG. 
2157708 
8 E As E, pretty Clos ceaſe to pay 
Io Jack thy Viſits every Day, 
Even once a Week's too much: | 
Is't not a grevious Pain to ſee - 


Our Meat (like the torbidden Tree) 

When not allow'd to touch. 

II. 
Whilſt you careſs the rotten Boy 
His Pain by far exceeds. his Joy, 
For oh! (Diſaſt'rous Caſe) 
Altho' he burns with fierce Deſires, , 
Now grown quite impotent requires 
A ſtronger Back to pleaſe. + 


B 2 III. When 


(83) 
meg 
When you're in Sight for you he burns 
; When not venereal Fire returns 
By Abſence you one Flame may eaſe, 
f I But Il permit you if you pleaſe 
4 4 To ſend the good old Nurſe, 


IV. 


Yet if you'll ſtil] be hankering there, 
I'll tell you what —— by Gad my Dear 


Your Viſits are in yain : 


ö But if you want a Cure for Love 


Come up to me, Pll quickly prove 
F That I'm the fitteſt Man, 


_ - 4-258 bs 


What Torment can be worſe ? 


Is 


(9) 


In Imitation of. the 4th O DE of 


ANACREON. 


Where Myrtles murmur to the fanning Gales ; 
Where Nature's Pride is o'er the Landskip ſpread, 


E NE AT H ſome Shade which Sol in vain 


aſſails, 


And a choice Herbage decks the verdant Bed, 
Wine ſhall divert the Moment that Pm vext, 
With gentle Love I'll entertain the next; 


RNeſolv'd no Sorrow ſhall my Pleaſure pall, 


Since Fifty Years will equalize us all. 

By the out-going and returning Day 

Mark with what eager Haſte Time glides way. 

The Fates are ſtill the 0 Mankind may run 

Tow'rds different Goals; Death centers all in one: 

Nor can the moſt affecting Pity ſave 

The neareſt Friend from the devouring Grave: 4 
Who 
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(10 ) 
Who then in vain. would ſprinkle o'er a Tomb 
Kind Tears ; refreſhing Od6urs and Perfume? 
The Lifeleſs Duſt that in the Marble lies, 

Asks not the flowing Tribute of our Eyes. 
Keep then your Oy! to uſe about your Hair, 
Rejoyce to Day and ſhine among the Fair: 
When you pals Styx where griſly Charon waits, 


No Prayers, no Tears can move the rigid Fates. 


To the LAUREAT. 


TILL thus to rack thy dull unthinking 
Brain 


Q 


For Nem Tear Odes, is moſt abſurd and vain. 


For Sack and Penſion, not for Praiſe, Friend Colle)! 
It is preſum'd you thus expoſe your Folly. 
Though diſappointed 8 A vA 6 E loſt the Bayes, 


WL” Deſerving SAv AGE meets with Pay and Praiſe: 


_—_ DucKk 


. 
Do cx in Heroics now and then will flatter; 
He meets with Pay too, Praiſe is not the Matter. 


Then CoLLE * ſince thy Odes will not avail, 


Give Du cx the Bayes if he'll give you the Hail; 


With Argument, ſo ſtrong, you then may drub 
With all your Might, and Main, Cenſorious Grub. 


—— — 


\ 


The Wo RL D turns round. 


An Epigram. 

ONOSUS one Night at the Roſe did engage 
B In a learned Diſcourſe with a Reverend Sage . 
The Diſpute was I think (if I have not forgot) 

If the World turn'd about on its Axis, or not; 
The old age ſaid it did with a loud Afirmatur, 
And Bonoſus as loudly ſtood up for Negatur : 
They diſputed ſo long and drank Bumpers ſo faſt 
That they both were as drunk as Tinkers at laſt. 


The 


612) 
The Drawer came up, with — the Clock has 
ſtruck one: 

Bonoſus concluded it Time to be gone. 

Tock his Hat from the Peg, bid the Doctor good 
Night, . ws T 8085 

And reeled towards Home without any Light: 

But mark the Effects of the Grapes noble Juice, _ 

How it can Philoſophical Notions produce ; 

As ſtaggering he went, he fell flat on his Noſe ; 

(Though he got little Hurt, yet he daub'd all his 

_ Cloths) 

Then gravely ſay'd he, when down on the Ground, 

The Doctor was right, for the World muſt turn 
round: 

And fo rapid and ſwift is the Courſe of this Land; 

That I find it a difficult Matter to ſtand. 


To 


S! 


(013) 


„ N * D 1 who 
 jitted Him. 5 


I. 


O fooliſh Love I bid adieu, 
FT No more will I that Sex purſue ; 
In which eternal Falſhoods dwell : 
Truth, Love ſincere, in Woman kind, 
As much you may expect to find 
Among the lying Fiends in Hell. 
II. 
How blefs'd was Adam's ſingle state 
When Eve was made how curs'd his Fate? 


His Virtue then declin'd a-Pace : | "= 
The Devil ſoon drew Eve to ſin; 
She by her Wiles drew Adam in, 
And damn'd their wretched guiltleſs Race. 
C III. Old 


(14) 
III. 
Old Satan vleas'd with his Succeſs 


In ruining human Happineſs, 


And finding Eve ſo civil; 

The Sex he ever ſince employs N 

To damn and fruſtrate Mortal's Joys, 
And thou'rt chief Agent to the Devil. 


Jack Single. 


( 
I 
I 
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To FLORA 


LOR 4, I own your Power and ſubmit, 
A Victim to your Beauty and your Wit. 


F 


Look down with Pity on your dying Swain, Bu 


Nor let him ( Hora) ſpeak, or ſigh in vain ; IT. 
But if you frown, I mourn, and ſpeak no more, 8h. 
Yet ſtill remain your Servant Philidore. 

The 


he 


3 
The Anſwer. 
Conciſe and ſmart Sir Philidore you've writ, 
Guard me ye Powers from ſuch perſwaſive Wit; 
What Nymph can e'er deny ſo ſpruce a Swain; 
Or who that ſpoke ſo well, e'er ſpoke in vain? 


I cannot frown, but own I am each Hora, 


Dear, pretty Thing, your conquer'd Servant Hora. 


To SAMMY. 
3 
HAT thy Sal may have Charms, I readi- 
T ly own ; | 
But believe me, Dear Sammy, for Sake of a Crown, 
To Porter, or Groom, or N incompoop Squire, 


She'll open thoſe Charms, which firſt kindI'd 
your Fire, 


Ca =_ 


(16 ) 


II. 


* 


As the Bee, you inform me, ſhe hoards up her 


Sweets, 


And craftily keeps them from all whom ſhe meets ; 
Nay, keeps them ſecure, *till her 8 A 4 4 y comes 
Home, 
And permits none but you to rifle her Comb. 
III. 
But, think again 8 A M M ry, o'er Meadows and 
Bowers 


The Bee, ever ranging, ſips Sweets from all Flowers; 


If the Similie's juſt bet wixt Sal and the Bec, 


She muſt gather ſome Sweets from the loweſt Degree. 
IV. 

Then, 8 A MM x be wiſe, to her Errors not 

blind, 

If conſenting to you, to another ſhe's Kind; 

4 And 


( 17 ) 


And think of this alſo (by Gad I don't rail) 
The Bee, with its Sweets, has a Sting in the Tail. 


— 


— . 


Tbe proper Time for Lo v E: 
— 
Nothing out of SEASON, 


8 TRE HON had Celia long addreſt; 
Celia had oft broke Strephon's Reſt, 


Thus, hourly plaguing each the other, 


Between 'em made a mighty Pother. 
At length agreed to end the Matter, 
Appointing where to meet by Letter ; 
When after many Why's and Wherefore's, 
Cum multis alis — 8's and Therefore's, 
Concluded thus, o ercome by Reaſon. 


Nothing is proper out of Seaſon. 


(18) 


Quark Celia, then you ſhould addreſs, 
In proper Time, — ſure you can gueſs 5 
T in the Dark ſecreting Night 
That keeps the Virgin's Bluſh from Light, 
Tthiak ſays Strephon you are right. 
At Night he met the willing Maid 
Who had before her Thoughts betray'd : 
Tb inſtructed Youth there ſeiz d upon her, 
Regain d his Relt ; ſhe loſt her Honour. 


44% Þ 
" . * a 
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Truth in a Wipow's Tears. | 


| OMETIME ago to pretty Clo 
8 There fell a ſad Deſaſter; 

For cruel Death had ſtop d the Breath 

Of Puggy and his Maſter. 


(19) 
IL 
With Sobs and Sighs and weeping Eyes 

Her killing Woe ſhe vented, 


Yet ftill her Grief found no Relief | 
So much poor Clo lamented. 


III. 


Young Phillis came to ſee the Dame 
And give her Conſolation ; 

She talk'd to Clo as Women do 
On every ſuch Occaſion. 


IV. 


Says ſhe, my Dear, your Grief forbear, 
What ſignifies your ſighing, 
Alas! Poor Man, he's dead and gone 
And vain is all your Crying. 


V. So 


(20) 
V. 
So young in Years, ſuch conſtant Tears, 
Your Beauty will diſparage ; 
Then ceaſe your Grief, and ſome Relio 
Seek i in a ſecond Marriage. 


VI. 


Quoth Clo, alas, that's not the Caſe, 
The Reaſon of my Weeping, 

Poor Puggy's gone, and I alone, 
My widow'd Bed muſt ſleep in. 


VIL 


A ſecond Spouſe each Widow knows 
Is not ſo long a getting; 

But ſuch a Dog, ſo ſweet a Pug, 
Oh! —— no Place can be met in. 


A 


Sh 


$2) 


621) 


Cu ID ſtruck Blind. 
I. 
EN NT gay, innocent and young 
J By Beauty's Queen ordain'd, 
(The pleaſing Theme of every Tongue) 
Had long the Fay'rite reign'd. 
| II. 


While powder'd Beaus would round her crowd 


To give her Levee grace, 
She, Courtier like, on all beſtow'd 


A fair deſigning Face. 
III. 


Says Cupid (who himſelf ador d 
Her Charms above all others) 
Shall then my Sex— reputed Lord! 
| Be ſubject to my Mother's. 
woe - IV. No! 


(22) 

uf „ 

No! — And directly bent his Bow ; 
As fir'd at th? Alarm: 

Flew to the Fair, as fond to ſhew 
He could deſolve the Charm. 

| 5 

I (who before too dearly lov'd) 

Saw him approach the Room, 


By my own fooliſh Heart reprov'd, 


FA 


Too juſtly fear'd my Doom. 
E157, : a 
He ſcarce beheld her, but Surprize 
Fore-run the Loſs of Sight ; 
Struck by the Light'ning of her Eyes, Fl 


His never more ſaw Light. 


VII. | (6 
He pull'd the String, blind and amaz d! 


Swift as can be expreſs d: 


2d 


(235) 
Fix'd in my Heart the Shaft, which graz'd 
On pretty Jenny's Breaft. 
e VII. 
The Younker to his Mother run, 
His Sorrows to declare, 


She weeping heard, reproy'd her Son, 
And ſent him to the Fair. 


IX. 
Said Venus, © Since you've been ſo bold 
_ « You muſt the Pain endure : 


thought your Power uncontrould, 


« But hers is moſt ſecure ! 


X 
In early Days, I knew not how 
To bend your froward Mind; 
ut go and let her guide you now, 
* Whoſe Charms have ſtruck you blind. 


Ds ; i XI: The 


(24 
„ 
The God obey'd, and for th* Offence 
Did with Succeſs implore; 
The Crimes he has committed ſince, 


Muſt lay at Jenny's Door. 
XII. 


Some Men before might guard their Hearts, 


For Cupid ſhot at Random: 
But who can now avoid his Darts, 


When Jenm's Eyes command 'em. 


* — — —_— — 


* _— 


— 


To a Young Lady who ſaid ſhe had 
a BEAU in ber Lye. 


HE Necromancers oft, 28 Poets ſing, 
Kept Spirits fetter'd in a Magick Ring; 
So Laura, in the Circle of her Eye, 
Has got a Beau in ſweet Captivity ; 


Who 


4 

Who in triumphant Bonds, and glorious Chains, 
A Slave, more great than proudeſt Monarch reigns, 
And views, exulting, from his Chryſtial Sphere, 
Mankind contending to be Priſoners there. 

Thrice happy Beau how envy'd is thy Lot ? 
What a delicious Priſon haſt thou got ! 
Not Alexander's ſelf would have repin'd 
Within thoſe Limits to have been confin'd ; 
He, whom the Globe of Earth could not ſaffice, 
Had been content with that in Laura's Eyes ; 
There bounded his Ambition ; and poſſeſt 
Of that rich Orb, had ſlighted all the reſt. 


From 


(26 


From à PV IL tohis Tu rox. 


1 EARNING, tho' gracd with Female 


Charms, | k 


Gives manly Farce and ſtrong Alarms ; 1 | 
Awakes the Soul to all that's good 
Noble and great; refines the Blood: ( 
Delivers down the Deeds of Time, * n 


Our weak Tranſactions and ſublime; 

who would not then employ their Hours, 

In fearching after Virtue's Flow'rs; 

. And ſhun thoſe Actions, which will ſhame 
FVBlioth our Poſterity, and Name : 

4 & | | How bleſt are Tutors then, how worthy Praiſe, 

j Fi | Who teach our Youth, with Birch to wear the Bayes * 


* 


(27) 


An Epitaph ona Bar BER's Boy. 


ERE lies in Bloom of Youth a Barber's Boy, 
H His Maſter's Grief now dead, alive his Joy; 
His Razor ſearcely touch'd the tender Skin, 
So ſweetly ſoft he ſhav'd the Hairy Chin: 
O gentle Earth lie lightly on his Grave, 


Thou canſt not lie ſo light as he cou'd ſhave. 


in. 


The CouNTRT LIFE. 

37 
8 ECLUDED from the City's Noiſe, 
How bleſt the Country Life, 


When nought our Peace of Mind deſtroys, 


But our pleaſing rural Joys 
Diveſt the Soul of Strife? 


II. The 
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(28) 


II. 
The only Emulation there, 

Is but who beſt can move, 
Who beſt can pleaſe the lovely Fair, 
Who beſt deſcribe her graceful Air, 

Aud teach the Charmer Love. 

| 24 
Repos'd beneath ſome ſhady Tree, 
Where Streams glide ſmooth along, 
Each Swain from jealous Torments free, 
Sits by his Charmers Side, whilſt ſhe. 
Attentive hears his Song. 


IV. 


How ſweet muſt all their Moments move 


When nought diſturbs their Mind ; 
How ſweet mult be the Joys of Love 


When each endeavours who ſhall prove 
Moſt conſtant and moſt kind. 


(29) 
V. 
Can ſuch true Bliſs in Town be met, 


Oh! never, never there; 
Or can the Joys of Love be ſweet, 
Can Love be ever term*d compleat 


Between a jealous Pair, 


VI. 
From buiſy Cities Capid flies, 
And ſeeks the happier Plain: 
There triumphs in Maria's Eyes, 
From thence does every Heart ſurprize, 


And wounds the willing Swain. 


VII. 
Maria ever fair and young, 
The Favourite of Love, 
Commands the captiv'd rural Throng, | 
The pleaſing Theme of every Song 
That fills the vocal Grove. | 
1 h E VIII. How 


(630 
VIII. 
How bleſt the Youth, how great his Joy 
Who can a Smile obtain ; 
But oh! how ſwift her Frowns deſtroy, 
Deſpair conſumes the wretched Boy 
Vntil ſhe ſmiles again. 
IX. 


If from her Smiles ſuch Bliſs we ſee, 


Such Pleaſure we deſery; 


What muſt a full Enjoyment be? 
Which Happineſs to all but me, 
May Heaven and ſhe deny. 


(31) 


Toa LADY Singing. 
I. 
W HEN on his Lyre, young Orpheas play'd 
Diffuſing Harmony around, 
The rapid Streams their Courſe delay'd, 


To Liſten to the melting Sound. 
& 


His Melody fo greatly charm'd, 
That ſaſe amidſt the Beaſts he ſtood, 


Of all hes native Rage diſarm'd, 
They Dancd within the moving Wood. 


III. 


Let though he cou'd thus ſweetly Play, 
Had'ſt thou then liv'd, thus ſweetly ſung, 
Orpheus had thrown his Harp away 
To liſten to thy ſweeter Tongue. 


E 2 On 


(32) 


On a LADY who died ſuddenly 
whilft She was Singing. 


= Wb 
| HEN on her Lute Lucizde play'd, | 
W And in harmonious Conſort ſung, | 
Jove liſten'd to the lovely Maid, M 
Charm'd with the Muſick of her Tongue. 
25 II. 
Says he ſhall ſuch melodious Joys, | A 
Io dull Mortality be given? " 
When fair Lacinda's tuneful Voice, ky Hi 
Wou' d add new Happineſs to Heaven! 
UI. 
No, no, my Hermes, quickly fly, 2D She 
0 | | And bring her to our bleſs'd Abode ! | 
1 | He fled, and ſnatch'd her to the Sky, He 


| * To Charm the fond admiring God. 
= | The 


(33) 
The PoE x, the BE A u, and 


the LA D. 


I, 
P OLLI (in making of her Tour) 


At every publick Place 
Made captive Beaux confeſs her Pow'r, 
Where &er ſhe ſhew'd her Face. 


II. 
A Poet too among the Reſt, 
Was humbled at her Shrine; 
His Lyrick Compliments confeſs d 


His Heroine Divine. 


IIL 
She kindly let him ſooth her Pride, 
Nor met him with a Frown; 
He thought the Charms he verſify'd 
Were all to be his own. 


0634) 
. IV. 
Still ſhe her Suitor would reprove 
If he preſum'd to kiſs, 9 
For diſtant, honourable Love | 
Was all would do with Miſs. 
V 
At length a dapper keeping Spark 
To Polly makes his Court ; 
Tells her of ſhining in the Park 
Among the better Sort. 
She willing to be worſhip'd there 


In a new Scene of Lite, 
Conſented — for the reigning Fair 
To looſe the Name of Wife. 


VII. 
Crambo, who play d the looſing Card, 


Does his Misfortunes curſe, 


Owns 


(35) 
Owns the Productions of a Bard 


Are nothing to a Purſe, 


Toa LA D xv. On her Do vRG 
HEN from Tithonus Bed Aurora ſprings, 


W The warbling Lark in tranſport mounts 
his Wings. . 5 _ 

To her the grateful Bird directs his Lays 

And greets the bleſs'd Viciſſitude of Day. 


When from her ſoft Repoſe, by Naturedrawn, 
Dorinda riſes like the bluſhing Dawn, 


A ſudden Impulſe ſtrikes the tender Doves, 

They wake and pay the Homage of their Loves. 
Think then ia Man what Adoration ſprings, 
Since Light and Beauty act on meaner Things. 
et their Example thy dear Boſom fire, 

\nd feel the Paſſion which thy Charms inſpire. 


Matrimony 


(36) 


Matrimony #0 Care for the Eyes. 
A TALE. 
LINCO, who dealt in paltry Wares, 
| Sold Toys in Town, and Country Fairs 
But Blinco's Eyes be'ng not too ſtrong 
About his Stand made Sharpers throng, 
Not with Deſign to buy, bur pilfer 


His Wares, Commodities and Silver. 


Thus Blinco law fully purſuing 
His good Vocation, ſound bis Ruin, 
Approach apace, yet what to do 


He cou'd not tell, he never knew 


What Marriage was, why then, ſays he, 


Fil have a Wife, a comely ſhe 


Whoſe Eyes, as bleſs'd with ſharper Sight, h 


May Rogues detect and Fools invite. 


fe) 


(37) 
No ſoonet thought, than done, he marries; 
But, mark how Blizco ſtill miſcatries. 
Wife he got with comely Feature; 


\ kind and tender; lovely Creature: 


ew Houſe he takes, his Wealth employs 


haps thick and faſt, apace the Money 
ame rolling in, his new found Honey 
Quickly invites ſpruce Pig-tail Beaus, 

To purchaſe Lace for borrow'd Cloaths ; 
hilt they another Bargain drove, 


Tempting the beauteous Fair to love. 


But Blinco's Wife with Chat and Grace 
Kefug'd each fulſome Fops Embrace ; 
ong while, the Fair maintain'd her Honour, 
Permitting none to put upon her. 
hey finding their Addreſſes vain, 


Poor Blinco loſt his Trade again. 


F | What's 


n purchaſing ſome glaring Toys; 1x 3 


(38) 


What's to be done? He raves and rails, 


And dreams of Writs, Arreſts, and Goals. E 
His Wife perſwades him, chucks his Chin, 81 
Aſſures him they'd have Trade agen; | A 

D 


And fays, © I'll ſave my Dear from Ruin, 
&« Tf he'll leave all Things to my doing.“ 


Blinco agreed to this with Pleaſure, 
(Aſcertain'd 'rwou'd encreaſe his Treaſure) 


Permits his Wife to uſe all Arts, 


Her pretty Perſon, tempting Parts. 


In coſtly Trim and gay Attire 
She dreſs'd her out, new Sparks to fire; 
Toſs'd up her Head, and leer'd her Eye, 
To charm the wanton Paſſers by. 


No *kerchief wore to hide her Bubbies ; 
They bare and tempting caught the Loobies ; 


(39) 


Her pretty Legs, ſome Things beſide 
She ſhew'd, which ſhe indeed ſhou'd hide, 
And granting unto each a Favour, 


Did juſt what wanton Wags wou'd have her. 


His Trade renew'd old Blico finding, 
Thinks nothing elſe is worth his minding. 
When Wife's with Spark, he keeps the Door; | 
For ſhe's a profitable Whore,) 
He ſees her not (as Gold's his Charm. 


He's ſure there's nothiag which can harm 


His eaſy Life) he's never prying 
Vhere, when, with whom his Wife is lying, 
| 75 
So he who ſingle was near ſighted, 
\nd could not tell when wrong' d, or righted : 
/ meeting with a Wife ſo kind | 
s now, alas! entirely blind. 


F 2 Ta 


(49) 
To CODRUS. 


ODRUS, à Brother in the Scribling Trade, 


With Lord, or Lady's Name his Work wou'd grace; 
And beg with fulſome Flattery a Place: 


To each new Piece a Dedication made ; 


Nor Place, nor Penſion, Lord, nor Lady grants, 
Accepts the Piece, but ne'er relieves his Wants. 


Now wiſer grown; — a fly deſigning Elf, 


| He dedicates his Labours to himſelf. 


Ex tempore Ei on a Club of 
FREER-THINKERS. 


{ 


F Death's the End of Life, why . 
1 Free-Thinkers are the happieſt Men; 
But, if there is a Life hereafter, 

How ſatal are their Jeſts and Laughter 


( 41 ) 


4A Paraphraſe on the 11th Op E, 
of the I Book of Hor act, 
8 EE K not my Friend to know the Fates 


What End the Gods deſign for you or me: 


Decree, 


'Tis a preſumptious Crime in erring Man; 


To ſtrive the Myſteries of Fate to ſcan. 


What! ſhall that Reaſon which the Gods deſign d 
To guide and fortify the human Mind, 


Be vainly loſt in uſeleſs Searches? No, 

Rather employ thy Thoughts on Things below: 
Here let the Reaſon Jove has given thee be ſhewn, 
The Fates Decrees to Fate alone are known. 

But ſay thy boaſted Wiſdom ſoar'd fo high 

As to foreſee thy certain Deſtiny, 


Can'ſt thou by knowing it avoid thy Doom? 


No, for what ever is decreed muſt come; 
Fhen 
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Nor ſtudies to be more than Jove delign'd. 


Truſts to the bounteous Gods Futurity, 


Lives happy, dies, and knows as much as thee. 


44x) 


Then what doſt thou by all thy Knowledge gain 

But Loſs of Pleaſure in a Search of Pain ? 

The Man whoſe Thoughts are to the Earth con- 
fin'd, 1." 


His pleaſant Hours no future Cares moleſt, 
To Morrow's Fortune never breaks his reſt ; 
No Torments from Anxiety he knows, 


Pleas'd with the Joy the preſent Day beſtows ; 


Then ceaſe the hidden Depths of Fate t explore, 
Nor ſtrive above Mortality to ſoar; 
To Day with me in Pleaſure gayly paſs, 

And ſwift as Time put round the circling Glaſs. 


Nor let the Joys it gives us be perplex'd 


In thought of what may happen on the next. 


The 


( 43) 


The Man who ſtudies Heaven's Deſigns to know 


Oaly anticipates his future Woe, 
And ſpite of all the Knowledge he can boaſt, 
He's the unhappieſt Man becauſe he knows the. 


molt: 


} 


A Woman's Reaſon for 


CUCKOLDOM. 


| LD Cornutus a Cit, upbraided his Wie 
Q With leading ſo airy, fo flagrant a Life, 

In gadding and goſſiping, waſting her Days, 

In ſhunning her Shopmate and bowling to Plays. 

He rail'd at her ſoundly, no Change he eſpy d, 

| Enrag'd I'm a Cuckold, a Cuckold he cry'd! 

Alas, my dear Hubby, the fair one reply'd. 


In Ovid you'll read when Intent on a Rape, 


How Jove the Immortal wou'd vary his Shape, 


How 


4 


( 42 ) 


How to Crete on his Back Europa was born 


| Whilſt ſheto fit ſafely held faſt by the Horn. 


Then blame me not 22 nor blame my Deſire, 


The Horn ever ſince each kind Female admires. 


. 


The Hy y-Docrtor turn d 
FREE-M aso N. 


; \ S Trademell one Morning was reading the 


P apers, 
And ſipping of Coffee, (that Cure for the Vapours,) 


By chance caft his Eye on a Paragraph odd, 


Relating to Henly (once Servant of God) 
In Amazement cry'd out, fuch a Thing aver was 


known, 


A Botcher in Phyſick turn'd Carver of Stone. 


A grave Politician who ſaw his Surprize, 


His — doffing and prinking his Eyes, 
With 


Y 
1 
I 
I 
E 


—8 2 


64355 
With ſapient Addreſs cry'd, tlie Cauſe Il relate, 
The Doctor by blund'ring Arcana's of State, 

In ſtriving to Beggars the Exci/e to explain, 

The Smoak of Tobacco ſo clouded his Brain, 
The radical Moiſture grew dry as a Bone, 

His Senſes firſt muddy'd, then hatden'd to Stone. 


1 8 


” 2 — 
1 


1 — 
The Doc ro and the TAT LOR. 


A SONG. 
© To the Tune of K ig John, Oc. 7 
e 


OT far from that antient and much noted 


N 


Which Barber has trimm'd, and now bears a new 


Place, 


Face ; | 
Where Freemen the Want of their Freedom beinoan, 
There lives an old Parſon by this he'll be known. 
Derry down, & c. 
G II. He 1 


1. if 


There lodges a Taylor not far from his Houſe, 


Let though daily ſo many are eating their fill, 


( 46 ) . 


II. 
He wears a Wigg piſs burnt, no Shirt near his Hand, 


A ruſty old Gown, and a dirty torn Band; 13 

With a Faceſodamn'd meagre, and wrinkPd that tis 8. 

Juſt like an old Monkey's, or M—b—n's Phyz. A 
ry down, &c. 


. 


III. 


2 


Though oft in his Pocket he has not a Souſe ; W 

His Board is ſo ſurniſh'd, as Nobles can't boaſt, 89 

For every Day Thouſands are fed. at his Coſt. 
Derry down, &c. 


IV. 


| No ſome do affirm they eat none of his Bread, ITI 


But then on his Fleſh they're luxuriouſly fed ; Sc 


No Butcher was e'er known to bring in his Bill. 


Derry down, & 


V. Thi 


"M7 4993 © 

V. I 
This Taylor one Time, (having earn'd him ſome 

Cole) 
Had a Mind to be merry and chear up his Soul, 
So he went to a Houſe in the Rules of the Heer, 
And near a good Fire he ſettled his Seat. 
" Derry down, &c. 

VI. 


Not long he fat there, but in comes the old Prieſt, | 


Who to move the poor Taylor did ſtrongly inſiſt. 


Snip bluntly refuſing, —the Doctor in Wrath, 


Began to call Names unbecoming his Cloth. 
| Derry down, &c. 

VII. 
The whole Trade of the Taylors the Parſon abus'd, 
Scrubs, Raſcals and Scoundrels, were Words that 


he us'd; 


G 2 Nay, 


t 5 
* 
> = 
WELLS 


| x a. UB) 


Kay, ( (if Fame's not a Liar) he call'd this poor Stitch 
An Impudeat, beggarly Son of a B— _ 
| Derry down, &c. 
vn. 
That you are moſt ſcandalous hence you may find, 
Your Trade is contemptible *mongf all Mankind; 
For if you're entruſted to buy bur a Suit, 
| You take care to cabbage your ſelyes one to boot. 
Derry down, &c. 
The Taylor (though he was no Manof great Mettle,) 
His Seat ſtill maintain'd at the End of the Settle g 
And ſays, if a Taylor's a ſcandalous Name, 
I think (with Submiſſion) a Parſon's the ſame. 
Derry Jown, &c. 
3 | 
Say's the Parſon, ſuch Impudence never was heard, 
In every Religion the Prieſthood's rever'd 
5 Therefore 


1 » % * I 
1 
** 9 


& = 


h WW Therefore thou'rt a Rogue againſt us to inveigh ; 
Quoth Snip, I can plainly make out what J ſay. 
Derry down, &c; 
1 | 
|, With Scandal you're pleas'd ourVocation Pupbraid, 4 
I'll prove that your FunCtion's much worſe than my 
Trade; , 2.22 | 
Then (finding the Parſon grow damnably vex'd) lf 
Says he, I'II divide it, as you do a Text. 
| Derry down, &c. 
) XII. 
Firſt, Then you in Wedlock will Whores and 
Rogues joyn, | 
And ſecondly Baſtards with Chriſt's Croſs you ſign; 
You thirdly dead Cuckolds to Heaven commend, 
And laſtly you are by the Pariſh maintain d. 
Derry down, &c. 
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XCLAIMIN G loud againſt her Fate, 
Molly turn'd out of keeping; 


— 


In ſullen Mood with Mammy fate 


To eaſe her Cares by weeping. 
II. 
W For if the Cauſe from Joy ariſe, 
1 k Or Grief 
5 They which receive dem firſt, the Eyes, 


no Matter whether; 


Are beſt to let out either. 
III. 


For now the Want of Food, bereft . 


Of Ornameats, the Sinner, 


4 Till ſcarce a better Gown was left 


To truckle for a Dinner. 


IV. Nou 


6310 
IV. 


Now talks ſhe of the former' Times, 


When blooming and prevailing ; - 
Now calls down Curſes on her Crimes, 
Since all her Charms are failing. 

V. 


Mamma, who now and then a Word 


Put in, Advice to give her, 
Loudly exclaims againſt my Lord 

Who could ſo poorly leave her. 

| VI. | . 

In this Diſtreſs the Ladies were, 

Till half the Day was over, 
When Fortune took them to her Care, 

And introduc'd a Lover. | 

VII. 

An old Acquaintance who had been, 


Before by Miſs neglected, 
And coming opportunely in, | 
Was very much reſpected. VIII. He 


To morrow, (oh! diſaſt'rous Caſe!) 


"M541: 
vu. 
He ſoon perceiv'd wheace roſe her Grief; 


(For he was not a Ninny,) 

So gave her preſent Woes Relief, 
And chear'd her with a Guinea. 

n 

She told her Mother in her Ear, 


Her Spark's indulgent Treating 


| We ſhall, quoth ſhe, have better Fare, 6 0 


And know the Sweets of Eating. 
X. . 3 


Ay, ſays the Matron, but alas! | ] 


Short are the Joys we're taſting, 


Will ſhow they are not laſting. 
Eo. -»o 
Molly reply'd, no more give all, 
To vain and fooliſh Sorrow 2 F 


Chance, who has been fo kind to Day, 


| May be as kind to Morrow. 


0 
On a LA PD 's Picture. 

; T. t 
HILST we that "Oren deluſive Form 


Too eagerly admire, 


3 


he Counterfeited Beauty's warm 
Our Breaſts with real Fire. 

IT. 
every Smile with ready Darts 


Young lurking Capids lie, 
y whoſe deſtructive ſubtle Arts 

Poor heedleſs Gazers die. 

_ on 

the faint Image has ſuch Charms 

Which can our Hearts enthral, 
hink what ſuperior Beauty arms 
The bright Original. 
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a ( 54) 


4 © The 5th Elegy of the 1ft Book of 
| _ Ovip's Amours, 1 rauſlated. 


O N E Summer's Noon, with Heat oppreſt, 


I laid my wearied Limbs to reſt, 
The Curtain open half, half drawn, 
Thro? which the Light but dimly ſhone ; 


Witch Rays as faint, as thoſe we ſee 


Come glimm'ring thro a ſhady Tree, 
Such as when Sol forſakes the Skies, 
And Ev'ning Dusk and Damps ariſe : 
Or when the Stars proclaim their Flight, 
Nor yet Aurora glads the Sight, 

Such as the Maiden, young and coy, . 
Approves of when ſhe meets the Joy. 
Where Modeſty ſecure may feel 

The Rapture, yet the Bluſh conceal. 
When lo! to ſet my Soul on Fire, 
Witch wiſhful Eyes, and looſe Attire, 


( 55 ) 


j The Latin. 


& 


\ STUS erat, mediamq; Dies exegerat Horam | 


Appoſui medio membra Levanaa Toro : 


Pars ad aperta fuit, pars altera clauſa Feneſtre, 


Quale ferè Syluæ Lumen habere ſolent. 1 


is 


Qualia ſublucent fugiente Crepuſcula Phebo, 


Aut ubi nox abiit, nec tamen orta Dies. 


Illa verecundis Lux eſt prebenda Puellis, 


Qua timidus Latebras ſperet habere Pudor. 


W's: > Eci 


he 


l * * Thee har Corinna ſought my Bed, 


. She only wiſh'd to try in vain. 


(5) 


* 


Her Locks in wanton Ringlets ſpread; 
But ſocontriv'd the parting Hair 
Left to my view her Boſom bare. 
So fair Semiramis tis ſaid, 
Approach'd her favrite Lover's Bed : 
So Laiis dreſt, with artful Charms 
Allur d the Gazer to her Arms. 
. flowing Robe I pull'd alide, 
(Which ſcarce before her DA cou'd hide) 
- To keep her flowing Robe ſhe try'd : 
But try'd ſo faintly, that *twas plain 


At length the longing willing Maid, 

Was by her own Conſent betray'd ; 

And as before my Eyes undreſt | U 
She ſtood, with ev'ry Charm conteſt, 

Beauty appear'd in ev'ry Part, 
And eyery Feature aim'd a Dart. 


'$ 


9) 


Nas * venit Tunic velata recin#h 


Candida dividuã Collo tegente Coma. 


Qualiter in Thalamos formoſa Semiramis Ie 


Dicitur, & mul tis Lag amata Vi iris.” 


* .4'2 | | 
| { 
s *, Fa 
5 
Diripui Tunicam (nec multùm rara nocebat I 
Pugnabat Tunic ſed tamen illa regs. * 1 - 
Cung; ita pugnaret, tanquam que vincere nollet, 4 
Vitta eſt non ægre Proditione ſua, . 
Ut Stetit ante Oculos poſſito velamine noſtros, | ; 
In toto nuſquam Corpore Menda fuit. 4 
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* * * 
- ** Hes Arms how dee White! * 


How ſoft to touch! How fair to 5901 J 
low red her Lips! How full her Cheſt! * 
"How round each riſing ſnowy Breaſt 
Panting deſirous to be Pr elt ! 3 
How level her ſmooth Belly laid! | 
Her taper Thighs how fair diſplay'd ! 
And then her — but to ſay no more, 


* 
A Venus ſhe appear'd all oer: 


Tranſported with ſo many Charms 


11 claſp'd her naked in my Arms; 
My Body cloſe to her's I joyn'd, 
And — what enſu'd let Fancy tind : 
Sated with Love, we went to Reft, 
Oh,may each Noon like that be bleſt ! 


I 


* 
* 


= 
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Quos Humeros! quales vidi tetigique Lacertos * N. 


Forma Papillarum quam fuit apta premi ! 


Quam caſtigato planus ſub Pectore Venter us xz 


FJ N 7 
Quantum £5 quale Latus ! quam Juvenile Temur! #8 


—_ 
Singula quid referam ? Nil non laudabile vidi. 2 
» 
+ nudam preſſi Corpus ad uſq 1. 
Et nud * preſſi Corpus ad uſque meum 4 
Cetera quis neſſit ? 2 
— I, | 99 
Proveniant medii fic mihi ſepe Dies! WE 
| "Wy," q 
7 : 


82 
8227 


E 


F 
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HA after 1 many ane duagirou Miſ- 
haps F 
Which ſhe has cſeapd F fron Poxes and Claps, 

Is. Fortune and G=—/— ſo cruel to Mol) 

. To force her in Bridewell at laſt to Mill-dolly 3 ? 


„ 


a My Grief is ſo great, it admits of no Cure, 


dure 6 
BE hoſe delicate Limbs, which ſure Nature deſign'd 
/ The Eavy of Woman, the Joy'of Mankind ! 
| Knaves will have their Way — tis ĩn vain to reſiſt, 
Authority ſpares none but thoſe it has kiſt; 


Then mill on dear Mol, and caſt away Sorrow, 


9 
bl - Morrow. 


+ Wheal think what thoſe delicate Limbs muſt en- 


1 The Hemp you beat to Day, may * him to 


o 


( 61 ) | N 75 » 


Pride, | " Foe 
Has, boaſting of thy Merit, prophely'd) 
How cameſt thou to conceive th induſtrious Bee, 
A Creature any Way reſembling thee ? 

For he with Diligence employs the Days 
Sweets to preſerve from earlier decay ; 

Aſſiduous in the Morn he takes his Flight, 

And reſtleſs Labours, "call approaching Night; 
But then, his little Form by Toll opyreſt, 

Gently hums Home, to take his uſual Reſt ; | 
There, when his conſtant careful Courſe is ran, 
Unlades his Sweets to be of uſe to Man. 

While you, Great 8 1 x, to others Labours owe, 
That Eaſe, and Happineſs, which waits you now; 
For all thoſe gather d Sweets by which you thrive, 
Are only borrow'd from yeur Neighbour's Hive; 

I And 


T6 rhe Author f the p e's, 6 
REAT Max, who art "tobe, (for ſo ch, 
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| And you by taking from their Heap _—_ 


Contract a Debt, you never can repay. 
The Careful Joarnaliſt who Weekly tries 


To live by Libels, Liberty and Lyes ; 

"Tho? ſome ill-wreſted Meanings often draw 

Oa the poor Man the Sentence of the Law : 
Laughs at the paſt, — will future Hazards run, 


Encourag'd, tho unlicenc'd, —— till undone. 


But now {mall Profirs from his Cares accrue, 


He's underſold —— 80 only works for You : 


The poor Colet6r of Domeſtick News, 


Whoſe little Pay will barely purchaſe Shoes, 

Runs up and down to gather each Report, 

Who's married, buried, hang'd, or rais'd at Court: 

THESE, the labourious Bee his Equals owns, 

Buzzing Stale-wit Retailers, are but Drones. 
The Doctor now the Lord knows whither gone, 


Found Sweets in all Religions, and in none; 


Papiſt 


663) ® 
Papiſt, and Proteſtant, by Turns profeſt, 
And the moſt profitable was the beſt; 
Atheiſt, or Deiſt, on Occaſion either, 
He liv'd them all but dy'd for certain neither ; 
Left the poor Prieſt the Parſe, without the Money, 
Gave him the empty Comb, when you had ſuck'd the 


Honey. 


m__ 


——— ——— — ur_gs 


The RESURRECTION : Or, LIFE 
con ſiſts in Motion. 
8 OM E Time ago, as Stories tel, 
Soon ſhe was laid upon the Bier, 
Such was her good old Man's Deſire; 
For ſhe had been ſo damn'd a Wife, 
She wearied him quite out of Life : 


But mark the Effect of too much Haſte, 
The Bearers walking too, too faſt, 


Into a Trance Xantippe tell ; 


1 Down 
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0 ( 64 ) 


Down on the Ground the Bier tumbl'd 
And into Life Xantippe jumbl'd; 

For, by the Fall ſhe ſoon awoke, 

And thus in frighted Manner ſpoke, 

Where am I? Ah! where am I going ? 
What is the Reaſon of this Doing ! 
What muffles thus my Face and Head! 

Ah! Ina Shroud before I'm dead: 


Where is my Spouſe ? Oh! there's the Rogue, 


What! — Bury me alive you Dog: 
Knave Scoundrel Cuckold! Tl reſent it! 
Depend upon't you fhall repent it; 
Her Spouſe, poor ſimple harmleſs Fellow, 
| Hung Down his Head like hen-peck'd Lell, 
| Beg'd Pardon, {wore he ne'er deſign'd it, 
And hop'd his Deary wou'd not mind it; 
| Knowing Reſiſtance was in vain, 


He yielded to his Yoke again; - 


Alte 


ſte 


( 65) * 
After a long ten Years had tir'd 
His Life, again his Wife expir'd. 
But he, who former Ills made wiſe, - 
Oh, bear her gently, ſoftly, cries ; _ 
Leaſt by a ſecond Fall my Wife, 
Should be again reſtor'd to Life. 


On Joſeph's refuſmg Potiphar's Wife. 
OR Righteouſneſs, to Joſeph ſome impute 
F His cold Denyal of his Lady's Suit; UL 
It we conſider rightly, *twill appear, 
TH Egyprians are not like our Ladies here ; 
Had he been ſold into more Northern Clims, 


Or liv'd a Servant in theſe modern Times, 


Maugre his ſeeming Sanctity, you'd find, 


He'd not have fled, and left his Coat behind. 


Upon 


» 
1 
3.1 
* 
* 
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Upon MONEY. 


ONEY, thou Source of Grief, and Hap- 
M pine ſs, 9 


Deſign' d to raiſe our Cares, or make them leſs ; 
How cam'ſt thou, to fuch Pride and Grandeur now, 
From a bafe Parentage ſo meanly low ? 

Why muſt his Government ſubmit to thine, 

Who found thee Poor and Dirty, in a Mine; 
Who, when thou layſt impriſon d in the Earth, 
Kindly unloog'd thy Bonds, and gave thee Birth? 
Who from a Chaos, from the Realms of Night, 
Reveal'd thy {hining Luſtre to the Sight ; 


55 Who purg'd away with Fire thy baſer Part, 


And rais'd thee, undeſery'd to what thou art; 
Fooliſhly ſtampꝰ'd thee with thy Maker's Pace, 
And gave thee Power to diſpute his Place. 


Vainidle Man, no more attempt to call 


Thy poor diveſted ſelf the Lord of all. 
Since 


(67) . 
Since when you made that Image, thine own Hand, 
Baſely transfer d thy Title and Command; 

Nay, like a Deity you now adore, 


What you diſpis'd, and trod upon before. 


— — 
The CONSTABLE miſtaken, 


4 SONG. 


— 


— 


To the Tune of the Abbot of Canterbury. 


That will tickle your Fancy as well as your Ear; 


It is of a Conſtable who had the Fate 


Of moſt married Men, to wear Horns on his Pate. 


ah. 


J. 
O ME liſten a while, and a Song you ſhall 


hear, 


Derry Down, &c. 


II. 
His Wife ſhe was young and was handſome to boot, 


Vho was wont with a merry Towng Templar to dot; 
And 


( 68 ) 
And though People ſay ſhe diſhonour'd his Bed, 


I'm ſure you'll allow that ſhe honour'd his Head. 
Derry Down, &c. 
UI. p12 4 | 
This Templar went always fo ſpruce and ſo gay, ; 
That he ſmote ev'ry Damſel that came in his Way; . 
And as the Girls own, was a Man of ſuch Parts, 
That he ſoon found the Way to get into their 


Hearts - DE, 
| Derry Down, &c. 


IV. 
One Night, as was uſual, th* Appointment was 


made, 


And into his Chambers the Wife was convey'd, 


Where with Kiſſing, and Toying, my Dear, and my 


Duck, Mig 
We'll leave them a while to make much of their He 
Ho 


Luck 
Derry Down, &. An 


V. When 


(69) 
V. : 
When ſtraight to the Conſtable News there ö 
brought 0 
Of a barbarous, wicked, ind my Plot, l 


Duke Ormond was likewiſe come privately over, 


And was now in the Chambers of this our Lover. 


Derry Down, &c. 
VI. 


Away to the Temple the Magiltrate hies, 
c. And with Thumps at the Door thus imperiouſly 


Cries, 


ir 


as In the Name of the King I e 7 
is Officer I, lo the Staff in my Hand. 


Derry Down, &c. 
VII. | 


ny £7 
Afﬀrighted, the Lady now trembles for fear. 


Her Lover was likewiſe in much the ſame Geer; 
Ell 
However he haſtens to dreſs him anew, 


cc. And opens the Door to ſee what wou'd enſue. 
Derry Down, &c. 
K VIII. When 


hen 


(70) 
FO VIII. 
When ſoon to his great, tho? his joyful Surprize, 
The Conſtable thus Magiſterially cries, 


Your Rooms I muſt ſearch, for I'm told it for true, 


5 That Ormond the Traytor i is lodg d here with you. 
| Derry Down, 8c. 
IX. 

The Gentleman now being | free'd from his Fear, 
Cries, ſearch where you wil for no Ormond is hete 

No ns, and no Earl Gad no Traytor I keep, - 
Here's none but my Cham who lies now faſt aſleep} 
Derry Down, &c| 

: 

Your Cham, fays the Conſtable, him I muſt ſee, 
For ought that I know your Chum may be He! 


Nay, hold, fays the Templer, and ſtand but aloof, 


Til give to the contrary evident Proof. 


Derry Down, &c 
4 K N 


( 71) 


Xl. 


No ſooner had faid, to the Bed but he wear, 


The Conſtable ſtaring to ſee the Event; 
When firft at the Feet he unfolded the Cloths, 
And there ſuch a Sight! Such a Sight did diſcloſe ! 


ue 

| | Derry Downs, &c. 
u. 8 
xc. Such a Sight; twould have warm'd you tho never 


ſo cold, 
» RE 'Twouldhaveftrengthen'd the Weak, and enliven'd 
rei the Old; 
The Legs fo proportion'd ! So taper the Thighs ! 


ep So black the Dear Joke ! you'd have gaz'd out your 


_- - Derry Down, &c. 
XIII. 


Well, now, fay's the Templer, I hope you'll agree, 
That this is not Ormond that lies here with me: 
True, true! ſay's the Conſtable, Or mond it's not, 
And I wiſh I was ta'en in the very ſame Plot. 
Derry Down, & c. 
K 2 Xl. 80 


1 


. 
80 after ſome Bows and Apologies made, 
He departs to go on with his Peace- making Trade; 
Nor knew he where oft he had been, the old Place, 


Hard Fate that a Man ſhou'd forget his own Caſe ! 


XV. 
Now the Lovers are left for to toy and to 80 
And to revel all Night in Exceſſes of Bliſs; 
While che Husband's the Cauſe of their . and 
their Jeers, 
And they both play the Wag till the Morning ap- 


pears. Derry Down, & c. 
XVI. 


Then ſince the Conſtable has caught a Tartar, 
And Ormond is ſafe, he may hang in his Garter . 


And if cer for the Future he rambles the Town 


To look for a ST 4 x, let him look to his Cx. own. | 


: Derry Down, &c. 
1 


Derry Down, &c. 


— ———— 


An 


Ic 


(73) 


To SALINDA confmd to ber Chamber ; 
| by a violent Head-Ach and Cold. 


Y E Powers, unſeen, that People ambientAir! 
Guides of the Great! and Guardians of the 


Fair | 
smile in ſoft Radiance round Salinda's Bed, 


Breathe your ztherial Balms, to caſe her Head ; 


From the preſs'd Pillow, chaſe approaching Pain, 
\nd watch new Sun-ſhine in her Eyes again. 
See! 5 Since her Abſence, what a F-oft is ſpread, 
he cheerful Glow of Day is chill'd and dead; 
he Trees ſtand motionleſs all whiten'd o'er, 
Ind the poor ſhivering Songſters charm no more; 
he ſullen Elements, thro' each cold Part, 
loom like a fond unhoping Lover's Heart. 
I too, whom Health has ſeldom faibd to bleſs, * 


ole my own Happineſs in her Diſtreſs! 


Faithful 


(74) 
Faithful to Hers, my trembling Blood moves ſlow, 
And waits her quick'ning Voice for leave to flow ; 
One confcious Damp does general Joy controul, 
As every publick Place had loſt its Soul; | 
The Park grows painful, for my Eyes unbleſs d, 
Ach at each Pebble her dear Feet have preſsd; | 
Muſick is moarnfal ! For each dying Air, 8 
But whiſpers —— my Salinda ſhines not there ; 
Fen the Loud * Hunter's Horn alarms in vain, 
Her Sighs ſtill pierce me thro it's loudeſt Strain ; 
Would I from Senſe of what ſbe ſuffers fly, 
There is but one Way left — and that's to die. 
Trace then ſome Angel. Her Meandring Veins | 
From thoſe blue Heavens expel the floating Pains; 
Tell her 'tis Winter in our Hearts — and ay, 
The World is dark *till ſhe reſtores the Day. 


one of Salinda's Captives, famous for ſoundin g the French. Horn. 


An 


i. hd 


1 


Bid him the feather'd Hours employ! 


For Naſſau haſte the Nuptial Day 


(75) 
An ODE on the Marriage of the 
Prince of ORANGE, 
* > 
WIFTER, ye Minutes, ſwiſter fly, 
8 Bid Time his leaden Wings lay by! 


Propitious Hours replete with Joy! 


Moments in Love are Ages of Delay. 
4 
Behold, the Minutes ſwifter move, 
Sacred to E¹hmen, and to Love! 
Behold a Chaſte, and beautious Train 
Of Cupids, hov'ring o'er the Plain 5 
While each afford his zealous Aid, 


Till che Glad Jouth receives the Rœal Maid. 


III. 
Hail happy Prince! with Wonder ſe, 


Of all the Fzir the faireſt She ! | 
Wich 


(0 
With Rapture fill her Virgin Arms, 


And teed luxurious on her Charms ; 
That future Ages hence may know, 


What to Neſſau and Anne's Love they owe. 


IV. 

And lo! methinks (freſh Joy t impart, 
To ev'ry Loyal Britow's Heart) 
From Anna and Naſſau there ſprings 
A Line of Heroes and of Kjngs ; 
Bleſt with each Virtue and each Grace, 
Great Naſſaus Valour, and fair Auna's Face. 

| * 

Let other Nations ſeek for Aid, 
When Foes their trembling Ports invade, 
Safe in its ſelf, Great George's Throne 
Depends on Heroes of its own ; 


And free from all domeſtick Jars, 


Wants no Aſſiſtance, fears no foreign Wars, 
VI. So 


(77) 
VI. 

So his Britannia proudly braves 
The Fury of the boiſt'rous Waves; 
In vain the Billows laſh her Shore; 
In vain the Winds tüumultuous rbar; 
Unmov'd the Tempeſt ſhe defies, 
And dares th? united Storms of Seas and Skies 


I. 

FUAREWEL looſe Flames, | 
F And City Dames, DP. 
For now with Joy I quit ye, 

A keener Dart 
Has pierc'd my Heart, 
Shot from the Eyes of Kitty. 


L IT. Youv'e 


. 
You've not a Charm 


Which can alarm ; 
The Gay, the Fair, the Witty, 


Shall not remove 


The conſtant Love 
Which I have vow'd to Kzrry. 


III. 


How ſoon wou'd I 


With Pleaſure fly 
From this bewitching City, 


And ig ſome Cell 
More happy dwell, 


Moſt happy ſure with Kzzty ! 


IV, 
Each blooming Grace 


About her Face 
Shou'd be my conftant Ditty, 


2 
2 
<1 


(79) 
And ſure no Muſe 
Wou'd Aid refuſe 
To him who ſings of Kz!ty. 
= 
When on the Green 
The rural Queen 
Appears ſo ſweet, ſo pretty, 
The coldeſt Breaſt 
With Love's poſſeſt, 


And pants for charming Kztzy. 


VI. 
Oh! Gods above 
Aſſiſt my Love, 
No other Youth permit ye, 
But happy I, 
To live and die 
Within the Arms of Kitt). 


| ET 


VII. But 


(800 
VII. 
But it my Pray'r 
„ - [Adios won't hear, 6 
And are devoid of Pity, 
Then wretched I 
Muſt learn to die, 
Who wou'd not die for Kztty ? 
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to the LORD. 


Poor honeit Man whom Neceſſity made 
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1 B Apply'd to the Parſon, who pity'd his Caſe, 


To run into Debt, or run out of his Trade; 


And promis'd for certain to get him ſome Grace; 


© So, firmly for once upon doing good bent, 


To a Miſer, the worſt of his Creditors, went; 


The Congees quite over, the Doctor begins, 


Your Debtor forgive, be forgiven your Sins; 


WJ — — 0G —_ 


Quoted 


( v1 ) 


Quoted every Text that wou'd ſerve his Occaſion, 

And wiſh'd Charity better pur ſu'd in the Nation; 

Cry'd aloud, that bard Hearts were a Shame to the 
Land, 

And thus he went on to the Matter in Hand ; 


Our Neighbour, poor Man, I muſt own with regret 
That I ſpeak it to you, Sir, is deep in your Debt; 
But mark you how kindly the Scripture's Record, 
What you give to the Poor, is but lent to the Lord. 
Then for Charity's Sake let the Whole be forgiv'n, 
PII warrant a ſpeedy Remittance from Heaven. 
The Miſer ſurpriz d, yet did calmly reply, 

As you have more Dealings with Heaven than 1, 
Tis Eifty to One but a Man of your Trade, 

When he truſts in this Caſe may be punctually paid; 
So if to do good you have really a Mind, 

Why, pay me the Debt, take the Contract aſign'd. 
The Parſon on that recollected and ſaid, 

To this there may many ObjeEtions be made, For 


* 


(82) 
For tho? the Re- payment is firmly aſſur d, 
I can't find the Int'reſt at all is ſecur d; 
Beſides — as it is by all People confeſt, 
The Lord, like the King, is ſecur'd from Arreſt 
And as I'm his Servant, tis certain I muſt 


Be oblig'd in meer paſſive Obedience to traſt. 


For by Force of the Statute the Debt will beloſt. 
So do what you will — for I give you my Word 


You may haraſs the Poor ere Pl credit the Lord. 


* 
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Cuſtom no Law: Or, 4 Woman's 
Title tothe BREECHES. 
T HE Engliſh Text of Scripture, ſhows, 
| That Aprons were Mankind's firſt Cloaths; 


But Pedants, (who are fond of Quibbles,) 
Affirm that in the Latin Bibles, 


Inthe Space of fixYears(all our Hopes may be croſt) 


"Tis 


Ti 


Al 
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'Tis thus, x — when Eve and Adam knew 
Their Nakedneſs, then did they ſev 
Fig kane of which, they Breeches made, 
And both therewith, themſelves array d. 

If thus our Grand-Dame, heretofore, 
In Paradiſe the Breeches wore, 
No Wonder now, her Sex ſhou'd claim, 
A Privilege to do the ſame. | 

But hitherto, all Men of Senſe, 


(Fore-knowing well the Conſequence) 
Took care t avoid ſo great a Blunder, 4 447 


And made them as they ought, knock under. 


Et confutis foliis ficulneis fecerunt fibi ſubligacula. 
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To DE IL I A. 


W HEN Poets of old, had a mind to te. 
hearſe 0 | 


A Phillis, or Cloe, in amorous Verſe ; 


In borrow'd Beauties, the fair One muſt ſhine, 
And Nature be rifled, to make her Divine ; 
The Lillies muſt on her their Whiteneſs beſtow, 
The Pink muſt be rob'd of its beautiful Glow; 
Unto her, the Vilet its Sweetneſs muſt yield, 
With the Roſe, and each Flower that decks out 

the Field. = - 

But when you, my Delia, I ſtudy to Praiſe, | 
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Your Charms are ſufficient to ſet off my Lays; 
No need of the Lilly, Pink, Vrlet, or Roſe, | 
As you're Sweeter than theſe, ſo you're Fairer than 
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Toa LADY, pref, enting a Noſegay. 
A CCEPT theſe Flowers of different Hue, 
A The Lilly and the Roſe ; 
And let them, while the Gift you view, 
The Giver's Pain difcloſe. 
IL 
The Lilly ſhows the Face he wears, 
Who loving finds no Reſt; 
Whilſt the red Roſe expreſſive bears, 
The Flame within his Breaſt. 6. 


1 —— 
DAM. — ꝙ— 


Io the AUTHOR of a poem calPd 
ALMA MATER. | 


W HIL ST you, Sir, in your envious Lines 
expoſe | 


Learnings beſt Friends, and Vice's chiefeſt Foes ; | 
Safe in their Virtue, they regardleſs ſtand, 


Nor fear the Strokes of ſuch a feeble Hand; 
M Henre 
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Hence be advis'd, — no more preſume to write: 


Nor ſhew your Teeth 'till you have learn'd to bite, 
Satire, like yours, your Ignorance betrays, 
And Spite detected is a Sort of Praiſe. | 
Then judge aright and know that Alma Mater, 
Is only on the Author's ſelf a Satire. 


% 


—— 2 ah. x 


To a LiIMNER, on his DAUGHTER. 
H O UGH Vandjte, and Kpeler in Art you 

| F excel, | OP 

With Titian, and Thouſands too tedious to tell, 

Though Princes you've drawn ; ( as I learn by 


Report) | 
With all the top Beauties in City and Court, 


Yet Rill there is one with whom none can compare 
And that is thy Daughter, ſo Charming, fo Fair; 


For ſhe, my Apelles, believe me, tis true, 


Is by far the moſt beautiful Piece you e'er drew. 
Oz 


87) 


On the Death of a Towng Gentleman. 


* 

H A T Force of Reaſon can relie ve 
wW Afflicted Friends in this Diſtreſsꝰ 
What Prudence can forbear to grieve ? SA, 

What Patience make our Sorrow leſs 2 
Since he is gone where {hall we find 


An equally unblemiſh'd youth ? 
Whoſe Virtue ever arm'd his Mind 
With the moſt ſtrict Regard to Truth. 
. 
That his few Sins are not forgiv'n 
Twere Hereſy to doubt, or fear; 
If Goodneſs qualifies for Heav'n, 
He ſurely muſt þe happy there. 


M 2 5 Iv Here 
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WF. 
Here Souls, like his, he cou'd not find, 
Therefore he took his Flight from hence 
To Heaven, where ſome angelick Mind 
Might equal his in Innocence. 


— * 2*üK—— 


To Mr. THOMAS STERNHO LD, on 
the KinG's Offering. 
By Joh HO PKINS. 
ROM antient Cuſtom 'tis (they ay) 
F Our moſt religious King 
Does annually upon Twelfth Day, 
Unto the Altar bring, 


Gold, Myrrh, and Frankinſence, I wean 
They do devolve by Right, 
Unto the Royal Chapels Dean 


A certain Perquiſite; 


V 


Fe 
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Now what Td know is this, — pray tell 
In your Opinion, Sir, 

Which to the Dean does ſweeteſt ſmell, 
Gold, Frankinſence, or Myrrh ? 


— 


The Toe PERS LING, Or, An 
Experiment tryd. 
Merry young Blade of the Papal Belief, _ 
Who lov'd many good Things — but Wine 
was the Chief; 8 

When by an old Dominick Fryar confeſt, 

Made him think of all Sins, to be drunk was the 
beſt, | 


For often he told him of numberleſs Times, 


He repeated this one, above all other Crimes: 
The Prieſt for his Grace, and Amendment ſtraight 
pray'd. 4 
Allotred him Penance, dine him and ſaid, 
| 1 


(90) 
(For this, one of the Cloth, it my Story be true, 
Had liv'd a chaſte Life, as but. few of them do) 
What mighty Allurements in Prunkenneſs lie, 


I wear I am tempted, — nay, Faith I will try; 

Io reſiſt every Sin Ive done all that I cou'd, 

And if now I ſhou'd err, — - why, Pm frail Fleſh 
and Blood 

Tho? as Olim, I ought to act holily Nan, 

Pmreſolv'dto give Way for thisonceand get Dronk 


The Father, accordingly zealouſly goes 
To a neighbouring Tavern and fuddles his Noſe ; B 
But unus d to hard Drinking he found the next Day, 
What riffled his Senſes his Health took away. 


But when well, and the Blade came againtoCon- ; 
feſſion | = 
The Chief of his Crimes was his formerTranſgreſ: N T 
5 | ſion; | | : 
The Prieſt, whoſe good Memory, till did retain) Fc 


A Senſe of the Pleaſure, as well as the Pain, 
Bid the Toper for Penance get fuddled again 


For 
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For, ſay's he, il Mankind are made all of one stuff 


To be Drunk is a Puniſhment ample enough. 


lh. 


An EPI GRA M. 


GAINST our Biſhops Henley raves, 
A Tho! all allow they're uſeful Tools; 
k The Viſcount in like Sort behaves, 


And calls our Stateſmen bungling Fools. 


But now ſuppoſe his Majeſty 


h (I wiſh he wou'd but try it) 
Shou'd offer Henley ſome rich See, 


D' ye think he wou'd deny it? 


The Viſcount too wou'd ſoon be blind, 


If taken into Favour ; 


For nought like golden Chaias can bind 
A Man to good Behaviour, 


Advice 
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Advice to a Toung LADY, 


ONSIDER Calis dere it is too late, 
0 Nor raſhly tempt the harſh Decrees of Pate; 
Think &er you enter on that Stage of Life 
Where dwells eternal Joy, or endleſs Strife. 
Indulgent Heaven with a lavifh Hand, 
Hasform'd thee, fair One ! Por ſupreme Command: 
Will then, my Celia, fly the tempting Youth, 
Within whoſe Breaſt reſides eternal Truth? 
Wed with old Age, the Winter of a Day, 
Join her warm Body with a Lump of Clay; 
What Comfort think'ſt thou ever to attain, 
Or how the nuptial Band compleatly gain? 
What's ſordid Gold compar'd to Beauty's Charms, 
Or weighty Jointure's to a Lover's Arms ? 
Old fretful wither'd Age can ne&er increaſe 


The Bands of Amity, of Love and Peace; 
Within 
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Within his wrinkled Graſp you'll vaialy preſs, 

And ſeek that Bliſs you never can poſſeſs ; 

No lawful Iſſug from his Loins can ſpring, 

An half got Birth the utmoſt Hope can bring ; 

You'll diſſapointed mourn the Mother's Joy, | 

No blooming Girl, no ſtout couragious Boy 

Shall crown ſuch Union = Curs'd unhappy Days ! 

No Balls thouPt viſit, Maſquerades, or Plays; 

Chain'd to the ſapleſs Dolt, you'll count the Night, 

Rob'd of the balmy Bliſs, the nuptial Right. 
Thea turn the Scale; examine Strephon's Due, 

Who burns with Love, and burns alone fer You : 


Tis true the Youth no hoarded Bags can boaſt, 


- 


No gew-gaw Trifles from a foreign Coalt ; 
Yet nobler far, far greater is the Gain 
To fly the Miſer, for the honeſt Swain. 


82 
'N- 
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Advice to an antiquated Coquer. 


8 Y OUNG Clo, beautiful and fair, 


Of eaſy Shape and eaſier Air; 
Each Morn did with her glaſs adviſe 
To ſwell the Triumphs of her Eyes ; 
At Opera, Maſquerade, and Ball, 
At whatſoe'r Polite we call; 
The City now, and then the Court, 
And ever, where the Great reſort, 
There Cloe was for ever gay, 
At N oon the Park, at Niglit the Play - 
But now grown Old and out of Date, 
(Behold the ſad Events of Fate !) 
Her Face with Wrinkles is oe'r-ſpread, 
The Lily-white and Roſy red, 
And ev'ry other Charm is fled ; 
Yet ſhe in ſpice of Time, or Age, 


(Dreading to quit the wonted Stage) 


Nature's 
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Nature's Deſects ſupplies by Art, 
And ſtill performs the youthful Part; 
Afſects to ogle with her Eye, 


And heave her Boſom with a Sigh ; 


Still imitates the am*rous Glance, 

And ſtill attempts the ſprightly Dance. 
But Cloe hearken to a Friend, 

Whoſe Aim is not to chide, but mend; 
Conſult your Glaſs each morn you riſe, 
And mark how Time impatient flies ; 
And as your Beauties fade away, 

So let your Follies too decay. 

Not that I think it ought to be 

Imputed as a Crime to thee, 

That thou'ſt indulg'd thy youthful Days 
In Operas, Maſquerades, and Plays ; 
Haſt taſted all the Joy that ſprings 
From courtly Balls, and crouded Rings, 


N 2 Bet 
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But that thou would'ſt thoſe Joys purſue 


And act thy former Life anew. 


— — 7 
* 


THYRSi1sS and MYR A: Or, The 
e R. 


HTRSIS to Myr Cother Day, 
A Morning V fit went to pay, 
In hopes to paſs an Hour away Wu 
In prattPing o'er a diſh of Tea. 
Young Thyrſis was no ſooner come 
Than handed to her dreſſing Room, 
Where Mira at her Toilet fate 


With Care her Graces to compleat ; 


Eſteeming nicety of Dreſs, 


A Woman's real Happineſs : 
One half the Day's deſtroy'd in Pother, 
To fit her out to — th other. 
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By Turns her Patch and Powder Box 
She lifted to her Face and Locks, 
Did every Utenſil engage 
That fills the Morning Equipage ; 
And ev*ry killing Ogle try 
That might affe& the Standers by. 
At laſt the Maid, (not quite ſo free) 
Muſt do what Thyrſis ſhou'd not ſee ; 
Then with a Bluſh and modeſt Smile 
She beg'd he wou'd withdraw a While. 
The Youth (who well her Meaning gueſt) 
By finding of the Fair undreſt ; 
To Diſoblige her ſeem'd afraid, 
S0 lowly bow'd him and obey'd. 

But Curioſity which firſt 

Poor Adam and our Grandame curſt, 


And has &er ſince found ſo much Place 


To damn and ruin all their Race, 
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Intic'd the merry Spark to pry 5 
Into the Maiden's Myſtery, E 
Thinks he, why are theſe Beauties hid, A 
They muſt be curious, cauſe forbid ? D 
So through the Key-Hole peep'd and ſaw y 
The Reaſons why he ſhou'd withdraw. V 

| Myra who thought no Soul had ſeen her, % 
Foul Linnea doft to put on cleaner; 0 
| While Thyrſis, as he gazing ſtood, = Y, 
Found ſtrong Emotions in his Blood; 7 
Deſcending from her radiant Eyes, | M 
He ſaw her pouting Breaſts ariſe, gh 
White as the Snow, or as the Lawn, TI 
Her Virgin Hands had juſt put on. Ar 
The Scene did to his Sight reveal, N. 
What ſhe endeavour'd to conceal; Bu 


Nor cou'd the Gallant for his Soul 
Retain the Pleaſures he had ſtole, 
| But 
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But ſoon as e'er ſhe let him in 

His Tale in Rapture did begin. 

Alas, what hard unhappy Fate 

Did there on poor Acteon wait, 

Who, ere the Glaſs of Life was run 
Was for a ſingle Look undone ? 

While I have gaz'd till Sight was loſt, 
Ona Charms which Dian could not boaſt ; 
Yet ſtil] jocoſe and brisk remain, 

Free, even from a thought of Pain. 
Mira, whoſe bluſhing Cheeks betray'd, 

| She underſtood what Thyrſis ſaid; 

Thoſe who have Dian Charms, reply'd, 
Are ſeldom without Dian Pride. 

Nay, I believe the Fair are few, 


But what have Dianas Power too. 
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Ou a LaDyY's kilinga FL EA. 


1 Never thought that Celiz's tender Heart 


In all the Ills ſhe cauſes bore a Part, 

But that unpractis'd in the cruel Trade, 

It mourn'd the Ravages her Eyes had made; 

Though in the Martydotn of this poor Hea, 

(Our common Cauſe) I now too plainly ſee, 

That all Mankind are ſentenc'd to diſpair, 

And Cælia's no leſs cruel than ſhe's fair; 

Who, but for touching of her Hand would doom 

The innocent Offender to his Tomb. 

But in Revenge of this poor Inſect's Fate 

(Who nobly fell in an Attempt ſo great) 

If the juſt Pow'rs Above will hear my Pray'r, 

May Thouſands of his Race to you repair. 

With Rage inceſſant haunt you Night and Day, 

Skip on your Arms, and in your Boſom play ; 
And 


Ce) 


And ſtill may you each nimble Foe ſurprize 
Till Hecatombs of ſtrangled Fleas ariſe, 


And your Hands grow as fatal as your Eyes. 


* 


* BE AUT Undifguiſed. 


O ME, dear Dorinda, to my Arms, 
With all thy Graces, all thy Charms, 

Unvail thy Beauties to my Sight, 
And ſhew them in their native Light. 
Thoſe Silks with richeſt Colours dy'd, 
Rather than Grace thy Beauties, hide. 
Shall the vile Entrails of a Worm, 
Shut out from View that Angel Form? 
For this was all that Beauty given; 
Muſt Clouds ſor ever cover Heaven? 
Shall Cobweb Lace thoſe Locks confine ? 


Thoſe Locks that like the Brilliant ſhine. 
O Let 
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Let them, like Rays, rage unconfin'd, 


And ſport amidſt the wanton Wind! 


The pendant D' mond, ſparkling nigh, 


Borrows its Luſtre from thine Eye : 


Why taught the Sun that Pearl to glow ? 


It adds new Whiteneſs to the Snow : 


Such is thy native Beauty's Store, 


Art ſtrives in vaia to make it more; 


Let thoſe whoſe Form is leſs divine, 


For toreign Charms explore the Nine. 


Through all the Works of Nature run, 


Here Nature has her ſelf out done; 
Let Indian Jewels Indians Deck, 

Or ſerve as Toils to grace thy Neck 
Gems only ſhine where Beauty's rare, 


Nature, that made thee, ſtamp'd thee, Fair. 


- 
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To a wretched Must IAN. 


RP HEUS, by Muſick's Charms, (as Poets 
() tell) 
Permiſſion gain'd to bring his Wife from Hell ; 
But ere th' infernal Regions he had leſt, 

Was irretrievably of her bereft ; 

(Juſt in Height of his Expectance, croſt,) 

For one untimely Look his Labour loſt. 


Hadſt thou inſtead of Orpheus thither went, 


Thy Journey had produc'd the wiſh'd Event: 
Without Reſtrictions, Pluto had decreed, 
Eurydice ſhou'd inſtantly be freed ; 


For how if Mortals can't, can one Divine 


Endure to hear ſo vile a Noiſe as thine? 
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1 Advice 
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Advice to a DAUGHTER. 


An EPIG RAM. 2 


\ Matron one Day giving wholſome Advice 


To her Daughter to ſhun each inordinate 
Vice ; 
Among many ſad Things t explode ſhe began, 
1 Bid her ne er have to ſay, nor to do with a Man; | ( 
. She harrangu d on the Ills of the Creature ſo long, | 
That a Wonder of Wonders, ſhe tird her Tongue; 
She his Swearing, Diſſembling and Lying run o'er 
Till ſhe ſcarce had a Folly to tax him with more : 
So concluded, dear Daughter, beware, oh beware 
Make that Jewel, that Jewel | your heavenly Care. 
Miſs, pertly reply'd, with a Man in my Arms, 
I am ſure of a Couple of Hands full of Charms ; 
But Honour (which you with ſuch Fervour admire) 
What *tis I don't know, and I ſhall not enquire ; 


Give 
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Give me Choice of the Two, which I'd glad. y poſleſs; 
Where I'm certain to fix you may cafily gueſs ; 
Therefore lecture no more on theſe Subjects, dear 
Mother, 


pe reſolv'd to have one, tis no Matter for to'ther. 


| Occafion'd by a REPORT that Mr. 
| BUTLER's Monument in Welt- 
minſter-Abby, zs to be remov'd, to 
make Room for One to be ſet up to 
the Memory of Mr. G AY. 


IL fated Bailer, Living ſcarce had Bread, 
[| Hard Fortune Ain attends him tho? he's dead. 

To this immortal Poets awful Duſt, 

Did Barber raiſe a monumental Buſt. 

But as no higher than two Yards 'twas rear'd, 


The Face was often Times with Filth beſmear'd ; | 


This 
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This to redreſs did gen'rous Barber try 11 


To raiſe a noble Building twice as high. 

But now ſtill envious of a Man ſo great, 

They would once more his Monument tranſlate, 
| Great Hudibras PIl undertake to ſay, i 
Would never to Mackheath have given Way, 
Why ſhould his Author then make Room for Gay? 


1 


On the Cures perform'd by the Du $T 
of M. PARIS. 


F ROM Hance there's tranſmitted abun- 


dance of News, 


Nor Wars ſwift Deſtructions alone we peruſe, 
How Poland in Squabbles Elections diſpute, 
And Man againſt Man, fight as Brute againſt Brute; 


But Cures in abundance without Grain of Phyſick, 
In Children the Chin-Cough, in Old- Ones the 
Phthyſick; 


How 
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How Lameneſs and Blindneſs, rank Ulcers and | | 


Sores, 
The rotten old Carcaſs of Paris Wan 
Ye wanton young Nuns, then mark what I ſay, 
To Pari:'s Grave for your Maidenheads pray, 
For though they've been loſt with ſome fav'rite 
_ Fryar, 


You! be Virgins again, or the * JoarnaPs a Lyar. 
* Daily Journal. 
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The BisHoP andthe CLO WN. 

A | A SONG. 
I. 

S the Biſhop of Saltsburgh rode thro' a ſmall 


Town, | 1. 


4 Though he was of an Order ſevere, 
Yet (as among Papiſts its frequently known) 
e 


He was alſo a temporal Peer. 
II. To 


6108) 
II. | 
To Day he puts on his Pontifical Garment; 


To Morrow Embroid'ry and Lace ; 


And who can pretend that there is any Harm in't 


If both he becomes with a Grace. 
III. 
Beſides there is Policy in't as J live, 

(Since the Great are moſt ſubje to Sins) 


The Prelate has always a Power to forgive 
The Crimes of- the reprobate Prince. 
IV. . 


Here alſo another Advantage acrues, 


If his temporal Income is ſmall, 
May keep up his State with his ſpiritual Dues, 82 


But now to go on with my Tale. 


With a gaudy Attendance and Equipage gay, 
In Silver Embroid'ry red; 


(For 


)y 
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(For then he appear'd in his ducal Array) 

And not in the Garb of a Prieſt. 
VI. 

A merry old Peaſant as thus he rode thto? 
Obſerv'd him and ſneer'd at his Grace, 

The Biſhop grew angry and fain wou'd know how 
He preſum'd thus to laugh in his Pace. 

VI. 

Why, Sir, if the Cauſe of my Laughter you'd know, 
Reply'd the waggiſh old Boor, | 

'Tis to ſee Peter's Heirs cut ſo tearing a Show, 


When Peter himſelf dy'd fo Poor. 
VIII. 


Says his Grace, tho' I now am thus nobly attended, 


In Church Iam humble and low, 


| There Pm ſtrip'd of all Grandeur and Equipage 


ſplendid, 7 
Oh ! Oh! Quoth the Peaſant it ſo? 
P IX. But 
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( 110 ) 
IX. 


But to anſwer me once as you have been ſo civil, 


Pray anſwer one Queſtion again, 
If the Duke for his Sins ſhould be ſeiz'd by the Devil, 
Where would the good Biſhop be then ? 


— —y 


Toa LADY, on her raxint her 
Suitor with defaming her. 


With doing of the niceſt Virtue Wrong, 
By idle Babling, meanly to Nefame, 
Your fair indelible unblemiſh'd Name ; 
You call it ſervile Ageat i na Sin, 
Form'd by an Acceſſary Kid within ; 
As if its open Treaſons were in Part 
Abetted, by a proud rebellious Heart. 
Can you, your Reaſon partially deceive, 


To think t would ſpeak what no Man will believe 
5 To 


NJ] USTLY Clio, youaccuſe my Tongue, 


5 


76! 


Tus} 


Jo think, as Scandal ſhould direct, twould move, 


And injure the dear Frame of her I love. 

As ſoon I might impoſe upon the Sight, 
Perſwade Mankind that beautious Day is Night, 
That the faint Stars give Luſtre to the Moon, 

Or Lana lends her Light to Sol at Noon; 

That all the genial Warmth the Sun diſplays 
Is only owing to his borrow'd Rays. 

That Greenland Shores are hot as Lybia's Sands, 


And Indian cold unhoſpitable Lands; 


That I could all Omnipotence deny, 
When worſhiping &Fay'rite Deity. 
Was the whole Buſinekzof my Life deſign'd 
To ſcrutinize the Brea of all Mankind, 
To ſearch what Crimes through ev'ry Current run, 
And tax thoſe Men with Vices who have none; 


To Make on each fair Fav'rit's Fame a Rape, 


Nor let the Rigorous Reſerv'd eſcape ; 
. 4 | P 2 Your 


(112) 
Your Name unhurt, would live to mock the Pain, 
And render my Attempt ſeverely vain ; 
_ Slander it felf, the Miniſter of Spite, 
Who cenſures.undiſtinguiſh'd Wrong and Right ; 
Would to its purpos'd Progreſs find a Bar 
Unable to offend your Character. 


* 


— * ” — 2 — < 


To a LADY who had a ſtinking Breath, 


W 5 


HEN from your Lips ſometime ago 
I was rewarded with a Blow, 


A haſty Kiſs I took, 
My Ear ſtill feels the Stroke. 
Vet if too ſmall you think the Pain 
I ſuffer'd for the Bliſs, 
Why Calis bid me come again, 
And take a ſecond Kiſs. 
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* 4 PROLOGUE intended to 
have been Spoken at the Opening of 
the Hay-Market Play- -Houle, by the 
REYELLERS. 


N W the Town Talk conſiſts of th* Diſaſters 
Which part your Servants from their Quon- 
dam Maſters; | 


Each paſſes Sentence, as Affection places; 


And ſome condemn, before they know our Caſes : 
By wide Opinions, held at Var iance long, 
Few can determine, who is Right, or Wrong. 
If Wealth intitles the Unskill to fit = 
Like giddy Pilots at the Helm of Wit ; i 
If from our Laws, we're taught to underſtand, 
He buys the Husbandman, who buys the Land; 
If to be ſecond (as Deſert is curs't) 


Can plead no Title to ſucceed the Firſt; 


( 114 ) 
{f it a baſe ignoble Action be, 
In burthen'd Souls to labour to be free, 
We'll frankly own to our eternal Shame, 
This raſh Attempt has render'd us too blame. 
But if no Claim, by Law fal Purchaſe, craves 
The firſt Lord's Servants as the ſecond's Slaves. 
If Merit founded on it ſelf relies 2 
If Men by due Gradation aoghe to rile ; 
If it be baſe to ſweat beneath the Yoke, 
When Freedom does a Brittiſh Soul provoke ; 
If none the Service of a Maſter chuſe, 
Who buys the Implements he cannot uſe ; 
We hope you'll all their mean Suggeſtions ſlight, 
And, joyn'd with us, believe us in the Right, 
*Tis you we make the Judges of our Cauſe, 
Depending on your Cenſure, or Applauſe : 
With willing Minds we to your Sanction fly, 


Reſolvꝰd on your Indulgence to rely. 


But 


( 11 LY - 

But chiefly to the Fair our Suit we move, 
You'd have all free, except the Slaves of Love; 
Your gentle Smiles, thus far your Souls have Shown, 


Mankind muſt wear no Fetters but your own. 


Baniſh'd from thence, where oft* the melting Scene 
And comic Part, have your Diverſion been: 

We hope, 1n this ſmall Circle you'll appear, 

To let us reap a golden Harveſt here; 

Encourage thoſe, who ſtudy your Delight, 
Attract the Beaus and crowd us every Night: 
'Till Time to come reſtore us once again, 


Uato your fav'rite Seat at Drury-Lane. 


— 


* PROLOGUE tothe TRAOGCEDY 
of Chrononhotonthologos. 


Struts 1a Heroics, and in pompous Verſe, 


O Night our comic Muſe the Buskin wears, 


And gives her ſelf no ſmall Romantick Airs; 


Does the minuteſt Incidents rehearſe; In 
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11!" 
= 


, | In Ridicules ſtrict Ret roſpect diſplays 
| The Poetaſters of theſe modern Days: 


f | When the big bellowing Bombaſt rends our Ears; 


Which ſtript of Sound quite void of Senſe appears, 
or when the fiddle faddle Numbers flow 


4 


Serenely dull, elaborately low. 
Either extream, when vain Pretenders take, 
| The Accor ſuffers, for the Author's Sake ; 


| The quite tir'd Audience loſe whole Hours, yet | 
pay | | | [ 

To go Unpleas'd and unimprov'd away. 1 

| This being our Scheme we hope you will excuſe 1 
lhhbe wild Excurſions of the wanton Muſe, ff 
| Who out of Frolick wears a mimick Mack WM; 
4 And ſets her ſelf ſo whimſical a Task: F: 
Nis meant to pleaſe, but if it ſhould offend In 
It's very ſhort, and ſoon will have an End. Ea 

An 


* 


e) 


* Tod young LADY who viſited ine 
in the Spring and leſt me in Fe 
Winter. 


By a young L ADY, being her PREY Atterhpt: % 


A 


For your Delight, dear Nymph, each happy Grove, 


T your Approach, Nature her ſelf looks gla d, | 
And in her faireſt Dreſs, herſelf has clad: 


And Shade, prepare freſh Scenes of Joy and Love. 
Each verdant Field its richeſt Livery wears; 

In gayeſt Splendor each its Joy declares. 

The winged Warblers of the Grove combine, 

To welcome thee; they all in Concert join; 

In ſweeteſt Strains they chaunt their Joy aloud, 
In different Notes, reply the bleating Crowd. 
Each purling Brook, that ſoftly glides along, 

In gentleſt Murmurs, dances to the Song. 

Each Meadow, with Variety of Sweets, 


And brighteſt Flow'rs, your glad Arrival meets. 
Q . In 


* 


6118) 8 


In Beauty's richeſt Stores, to pleaſe your Eye 
Each ftrives, nor hopes a nobler Deſtiny 
Than in fair Garlands, on your Brow to die. 
| 2 Bcaſts, Birds, and Trees, all try with equal Fire, 
A Which moſt ſhall thee delight, which moſt admire, 


But now ; each Field puts on a dying Hae, 

And each delightful Scene, is fled with you. 

Mourn, Mourn ! ye Shades, Mourn ye forſaken 
Plains ! 


Where Silvia once, now, nought but Sorrow reigns, 


. 


Old Minter now its ſable Mourning wears 

And each chang'd Scene the Face of Sadneſs bears, 
O'erſpread with Grief the gloomy Heavens lour, 

And weep thy Abſence in a filver Shower. 


Phæbus as uſual, roſe, and miſſing you, 


Makes greater haſte his Journey to perſue, 


And to theſe mournful Regions bids adieu. 


The 


78. 


V 


n 
The tuneſul Choir, now ceaſe their wonted Notes, 
They ſtretch alas! no more their little Throats ; 
No more they ſtrive in ſoft melodious Strains, 
Tenliven theſe once lov'd, once happy Plains. 
No more, glad Zephirs wanton oe'r the Vales, 
In cooling Breezes and refreſhing Gales, 
No more, gay Flow'rs the verdant Field adorn, 


But all with heads reclin'd in ſilent Sorrow mourn. 


Haſte then, dearNymph, that bleſt with thy Return, 


Theſe Groves thy Abſence may no longer mourn. 
So ſhall each Mead again look freſh and fair, 


And even Winter ſmile when thou art here = 
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2 


= # To Mr. Po v NT 2, 3 by a 

| late POEM from Lord H -x to 
1x8 Mr. PoYNT ZE, -with Dr. SECKER's 
| Sermon ON Education, 


by Mr. H. L. 


| 8 A FE, in thy Hm Poyntz! content remain, 
Nor ask to ſpeak thy Praiſe an abler Pen, 


A Friend to learning, and to Friendſhip true, 
He only gives thee, what he knows thy due: 
Thy jult Deſerts impartially he weighs, 

And nicely gives (unmixt with Flatt' ry) Praiſe: 
| In ev'ry antient Author deeply read, 

Well, under thee, thy Royal Charge is bred, 
By certain Precepts, you his Heart engage 


* ©nn pd — 8 8 


The Peace to purchaſe, or the War to Wage, 
(The promis'd Bleſſing of a future Age!) 
But there remains a weightier Task behind, 
T'impriat ſtrict Virtue in his tender Mind ; 

5 Watchful 
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watchful, each Motion warily to ſcan, 
Of a Supreme, let him {till live in Awe, 
Nor ridicule Religion's ſacred Law : 
Like the Free-thinker, let him never be. 
The witty Scoffer at Divinity 
To call in Queſtion his great Maker's Will, 
And urge falſe Arguments, the Gloſs of ill! 
Live 1n Defiance of a vengeful God, 
And forfeit all his Reaſon tor a Mode ; 
But in Religion ſtill do you confide, 
Be that your firſt grand Maxim, only Guide; 
On that Foundation build your ev'ry Scheme, 
As Seckey copies you, —— you copy him. 


Leaſt in the Prince, he ſhou'd forget the Man ; 


To 
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To MOLLY. 
; I. 
10R once, dear Mol, lay aſide 
F Lour fickle Fooliſhneſs and Pride, 
And hear your Faults arraign'd ; 


Tis not the Air you now put on 
Can make Men think her meant for one 
| Who Numbers entertain'd 
II. 

Long Time poor Frank was well receiv'd, 
His Oaths were willingly believ'd, 

And you a Smile would grant ; 
But you were by none elſe addreft 
And 'twas repugnant to your Reſt, 

To want a brisk Gallant. 
2 00 

Now has another's Lyes and Lace 
Found with much Eaſe a better Grace, 
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Than his true Paſſion cou'd ; 
But *tis a Maxim with the Wiſe, 
That what Delights a Woman's Eyes 

Is ſure to fire her Blood. 

IV. 
Yet Moll your new Lover may 
Spight of your boaſted Beauty play, 

Perhaps a ſcurvy Prank ; 

When he does on your Boſom ſwear, 
He is as like to be ſincere, 

As you have been to Frazk. 

1 3 
You've wiſely kept one at your Lure, 
Jo make another more ſecure j 

To him you may'nt be true; 

And tho you now are all his Care, 
He too may love another Fair, 
And be as falſe as you. 


( 124) 
1 On Love at Firſt Sight. _ |} ( 
i | "To W comes it that ſo ſhort a Gaze 1 
| | 1 H Set Fackey's Heart in ſuch a Blaze ? 8 
| Ts it becauſe his Saky boaſts, E 
A brighter Eye than other Toaſts? V 
A brighter Eye ! alas ! alas! 1 
Poor Fellow, you miſtake the Caſe; V 
The Sls, poor Fack, has undergone, T 
Has drawn the Juice from Fleſh and Bone ; H 
i And now the Rotten worn out-Rake Bi 
1 Is Juſt like Tinder, touch and take. Al 
| | | 3 22 5 Gt 
if Io the LAUREAT. 1 
0 O LL ET Deſpiſe the Worlds diſpraiſe, s 
| Since thou deſerv'ſt and wear'ſt the Bays ; * 
| No Man was Cer accounted wiſe, W 
That did a Blockhead ſatirize ; a 


Fot 


JF 


6125) 

(For who by Reaſon can perſwade him,) 
To alter from what Nature made him ? 
Some ſay, had Bavius been a Fool, 

He'd ne'er been Maro's Ridicule. 
Whence may be drawn this Inference 
They to ſome Merit have Pretence, 


Who're wrote againſt by Men of Senſe. 


The Great, the Valiant, Learn'd, and Wiſe ' 


Have always many Enemies ; 
But none than Poets have more Foes, 


All petty Scriblers will oppoſe 
Great Bards, 1a Envy of their Fa me, 
'Tis not their Follies to reclaim, 
For often they're attach'd the moſt, 
Who can the greateſt Merit boaſt 
Some did at Drydez's Writings rail , 
But all Mankind thy-Odes aſſail, 
Which plainly proves thy Merit is 
By far, ſuperior to his. 

(. R 


Then 
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Then may'ſt ah lay, when Gril-fireet bellows, 
They're, Pu my Vitals) ſilly Fellows. 


=_ 


— 


By a ycung LA DV in Excuſe of her 
Vriting. 


F any Critic ſhou'd with curious Eye 


| I Some little Errors in this Piece deſcry, 

bi | To ſuch, and only ſuch I need appeal, 

þ And thus my fecret Sentiments reveal ; 

f Spare your raſh Cenſures, do ye Criticks, dear, 
| th (| You know the Needle is my proper Sphere. 

a 7 | 


17 


On Tims. 


N an old Church, an antique Image ſtood, 
I By ſome fam'd Artiſt, neatly cary'd in wry 
A crooked Scythe he held in his right Hand; 
And in his left, an Hour-glaſs of Sand. 


Thither, how often had the neighb'ring Swains 
(Leaving their Flocks neglected in the Plains) 

o view and to admirt ths Image, ſtray'd, 

Before the Beauty of the Work decay'd? 

Put now, grown Vid)” alas | it ſcarcely ſtands 
Scarcely it holds the Emblems in it's Hands. 

Vain Man! forbear, to hope for length of Days; 


Since eyen Time itſelf, in time, decays. 
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Gentleman s Bed-Chamber. 


| ERE, lcaning on his Club, Alcides ſtands 
H Here Jupiter his forky Light'ning brands: 

| Here, arm'd in Steel, behold War's dreadful God 
Here, winged Hermes, with his ſnaky Rod. 


R ; | 0 

| Extempore Lines on ſome PICTURES in 4 
} 
| 


Then think no more, by heavenly Vengeance 
, | i | | 
. hurl'd, Maa f 


To Hell. — the Heatheg, Gods have left the 
Pi 


World; Itlz 20 
Thoſe Gods, who once preſched o' er the Skies, 
Are only worſhip'd now where DBD lies. 


 F«a#F 8 


How then can D——-} leave the Paths of Truth, 


When Gods themſelves protect the pious Youth ; 
And, that all virtuous Deeds his Life may crown Put 


Bchold his riſing up, and lying down? hat 


(1 29 ) 
The Nerd 8 : Or, The Ds 1 VIL 
: ſaved trouble. 
[ the Jews were a People by God himſelf bleſt, 


And yet frequently ſome were with Devils 
poſſeſt: 


& 

Evil? 

ne Were now do you find one poſſeſt with a Devil? 

ANSWER. 

hen, Sinners were few, and when-c'er he cou'd 
catch em, 

h Id Nick took the pains to come hither to fetch 


em. 


vn at ſo many now are to Wickedneſs fell, 
hat they go of themſelves, without fetching, 
to Hell. 


S ONG. 


How comes it, we Chriſtians are free from that 
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SONG. 


After the Manner of MoLLy Mos, 


T OT the Sot for his Beer, 
N Not the Hound for the Deer, 
Not the Hero ſo pants for the Battle; 

| As I for a Kiſs, 

Or the exquiſite Bliſs 

Of enjoying my ſweet Molly Cattel. 
3 

For her Lips are more red, 

Than the Roſe when full ſpread, 


Than the Cherry, or Turky-Cock's Wattle; 


No fett can compare 
With the ſhining black Hair 
Of my charming, my ſweet Molly Cattel. 
| III. 


Were I ever ſo great, 
With an ample Eſtate, 
I'd part with each Good, and cach Chattel, 


© a 


( 3x ) 
To lie in the Arms, 
And indulge in the Charme 
Ot my dear, of my ſweet Molly Cattel. | 
_ 
Beyond Eloquence far 
Of the Senate, or Bar, 
I prefer the ſoft innocent Prattle, 
Mixt with the Delight, 
1 enjoy in the ſight | 
Of my beautiful, ſweet Molly Cattel. 
V. 
Though the Laws of the Nation, 


Forbid Fornication ; 


And againſt it the Prieſt too does twattle ; 


I care not a Straw, 
For the Prieſt, or the Law, 
So I kiſs but my ſweet Molly Cattel. 
VI. 
Not the Miſer, with Pelf, 
Nor the Fop, with himſelf; 
Nor the Infant's ſo pleas d with a Rattle; 


As 


61732) 
As I, when Ireſt 
On the ſnowy white Breaſt, 
Of my delicate fweet Molly Cattel. 
VII. 
Not the Parfon ſo vext, 
At forgetting his Text ; 
Nor the Surgeon, at loſing his Spattle ; 
As I, when I find 
A Look, that's unkind, 
From my frowning, though ſweet Molly Cattel. 
on 
The Delights of- the Gay, 
Are the Park and the Play ; 
The Delight of the Goſlips, to rattle : 
But all that I prize, 
Is to lie down and riſe, 


And be ever with ſweet Molly Cattel. 
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70 CaLEB Danvers Eſq; 


is CALEB, ceaſe — in milder Terms te. 


buke; 
Or all the Failings of the Youth o'erlook. 
Forgive poor Walſmgham, for Pity's ſake 5 
Think — with his Wit, his Penſion lies at take; 
True, as to ple:ſe he aims, he gives Offence, 
And ſtrives to purchaſe Fame, at your Expencc. 
Own, your Revenge is with his Senſes fled; 
ELE him remain ananfocdd, as unread. 
Bat, hold, I'd ask from whence your Rage can flow? 


Can Satire feed upon a Theme ſo low? 


Can keen-edg'd Wit, with his dull Meanings, claſh, 


Whoſe juſt Reward ſhou'd be the Hangman's Laſh? 
The Law, who places Perjury on high, 

Difinguiſh'd as the Mark of Infamy, = 

Delign'd the guilty Wretch to ſtand unkurt, 

Tis the rude Mob beſpatter him with Dirt: 


Fot 


©« 


* * —— 


. = — 4 1 
1 x ? * — ” _— - 


— 3 — 2 * _ . 
2 n — ————ͤł . * 
— OE — Oe een oe r 


4 
1 
.* 
i 
1447 | 
. 
{ * 
1 
3 
* 
- BR 
nl q 
oy 
N r 
1 
l : 
} 4 
+: "i 
1 þ4 o 
wh 
1 
e 
1 
4 A 
4 
1 
"7 
1 * 
* 
e 
e 
"SS 
440 
48. © 
F 
„ 
„ 
. * 
14 
=. 
* 
4 ot 
1 4 
*: * q 
] Y 
l di 
20 
KS 
=. „ 
5 7 
7 4 $ 
ie 
4; 2 
+ 
1 : 
4 1 
- Sz 
* 
We 
1 _ 
-bf ry 
4 N 
1 
— = _ 
TE fl 
q 1 
1} np 
44 
4 + 
* if 1 
, 7 
1 K 
N * 
1 \ < 
4 * 
& |: 
7 11 wy 
| 19 
. o $ « 
4.7 \ 
TL | 
> + 
l 4 
» \ 
. 

. N 
7 +8 = 
* * 

h 
' 9 

f 7 
» 1 * 
: * q 
| 7 
N 
. 1 4 
. * *Y F 4 
. 
n 
7 8 7 : 
: TT 
1 
: 4 { 
4 pl 1 
N T's © 
1 1 
4 
N 0 
N 0 
0 2 48 
. 4 
| | 
. 
1 
. 
; ory 
: 
, 1 
vo 
-» 
TEE 
N 
2 
: E 
: \ 
. * 
+ 
: 3 1 
: 2 
174 
fd 
. 
* 
4 
v.94 
% 
4 
43 
* 
1 
I. 
. 
9 7 


And hold — and ſee — and hear my Dela talk: 


( x34 ) 
For tis beneath the Man, whom Reaſon cools, 
To gybe at Felons, or reflect on Fools. 
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0 H happy, bleſt Saturnian Times! tho paſt, 
Yet in Remembrance ye ſhall ever laſt: 


Fancy the dear Idea ſhall retain 3 - ; 
The dear Idea ſhall relicve my Pain. 
Mcthinks, again where Silver Is ſtrays, 

I tune my Voice, and ſing my Delia's Praiſe. 


Methinks, again o'er flow'ry Fields I walk, 


Whiiſt (as before) each other's Hand is join'd ; 
And (oh tranſporting Thought) each other's Mind, 
Oft ſunny Hills we choſe ; oft ſhady Groves; 
The ſame our Haunts, the ſame our mutual Loves 
Oft wou'd the Morning Sunſhine glad our Sight; 


Oft wou' d the cooler Ev'ning Breeze delight: 


But Delia gone — nor Hills, nor Groves cou d pleaſe; Ho 


Nor Morning Sunſhine, nor cool Ev'ning Breeze. A. 
Thus 


(135) 
Thus, in each other's Love compleatly bleſt, 
Nought did perplex us, nought our Joys moleſt : 
Hour roll'd on Hour, and Day ſucceeded Day; 


How ſweet! how bliſsful! but how ſhort their Stay! 


ToaPAINTER, n @a PICTURE of his 


PW n ” a. ah. 


| HOU (moſt unlike him) haſt, with manly 
T Force, | 

Painted the P Features ſtrong and coarſe. 
Whocver would his Likeneſs truly trace, 

Muſt ſhow his native Softneſs in his Face. 


* — . 8 * 7 —— tres e —— 


An EPIG RAM. 
F (as the Scripture, in plain Terms, records) 
We muſt account for all our idle Words; 


How will the Lawyers anſwer when they come 
At the laſt Judgment, to receive their Doom ? 
ny T For 


6136) 


For all their needle long Tau-to-lo-gies 


Will then, as Evidence, againſt em riſe, 


The LaurtaT's Epiſtle co Madamoilelle 


SALLE 


We: on the Stage, with graceful Air, 
Your tender pliant Limbs you moye, 


Each heedleſs Gazcr you cnfnare, 


Each heedleſs Gazer owns the Power of Love. 


From Place to Place, they reſtleꝶs rove, 
Uncertain where to fly for Eaſe; 


Nor ſunny Hill, nor ſhady Grove, 


* 


Nor Streams with ſoothing Melody can pleaſe. 


E'en I, whoſe Brows the Laurels bind, 
From which the frighted Ligut ning flies, 
No Safety in the Wreath can find, 


Scorch'd by the Light'ning of your brigater Eyes. 
Tht 
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The PoyisH PRIEST and the DEVIL. 


Popiſh Pricſt, whoſe Superſtition 
A DPoom'd all but Papiſts to Perdition ; 


Who held that all would ſhare Damnation, 
Who credit not Tranſubſlantiation 

Is taken ili, deſpairs, and dies, 

His Soul to Hell deſcending flics. 


When there arriy'd 


he knocks aloud, 

And claims Admittance of the Croud. 

Who's there! a dapper Devil cries. 

A Popiſh Prieſt! — the Ghoſt replies. 

A Popich Prieſt! (returns the Devil) 

Pardon me, Sir, if Im uncivil : 

But, Rev'rend Doctor, let me tell ye, 

We've nothing here to feaſt your Belly. 

On Earth you cou'd not live on Mcat, 

But, Glutton-like, your God muſt cat” 

What! cat thy God, rapacious Boll! 

Why —— thou woud'ſt cat the Devil and all! 
20-4 


ht 
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a A RANT % 

__ - | Are 
ww AMN the dull Fools who re always whining, Hoi 
1 D And for a imple Miſtreſs pining 3 = 
Drilling ſoſr Madregals and Ditties, | An 

To Chloes, Phillis's, and Kitties, Shi 

And ate in Rhime ſo wond'rous civil, But 
Io make an Angel of a Devil; Th 


Perſuading a poor ſinful Woman, 


She is ſo fair, ſhe's fit for — no Man; _ 
That grouling Mortals ſhould adore her, b 
& And Jove alone is fit to whore her ; W. 
In Rapture cry how bright her Face is! Fir 
Epitome of all the Graces! As 
Her Skin the Lilly can't be whiter ; Th 
Her Eyes! ye Gods! the Sun's not brighter; An 
Her Lips! oh! they're as red as Roſes, 
And Heaven her naked Breaſt diſcloſcs; | Du 


Her ſlender Waiſt, a Shape ſo taper, 


Twou'd cven make a Hermit caper. 


Altho 


( 139 ) 
Altho' the fancy'd Charms they praiſe 


Arc owing all to Paint and Stays; 
For thoſe Additions from her taken, 
Wou'd ſhew the Rhimers they're miſtaken z 
And from that Goddeſs fit for no Man, 
She'd dwindle down to ſimple Woman, 
But deify'd in ſweeteſt Diction, 
They fall in love with their own Fiction. 


Thus Indians, as our Sailors tell us, 


(for Indians are poor ſimple Fellows) 

Their fond Fanaticiſm to pleaſe, 

Will deify old Stumps of Trees ; 

Firſt dreſs them up with every gay thing, 

As ſmart as little Miſs's Play-thing; 

Then lay the pageant Gods before 'em, 

And, trembling, on their Knees adore 'em, 
But, hang em, and their Love-ſick Cant, 

Dull Worſhippers of Patch and Paint; 

That they may all be curſt enough, 

For (cribling ſuch inſipid Stuff; 


Still 
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{ 240 } 


Still may their Goddeſſes deſpiſe 


Their Lyric Offering, flattering Lyes, 
And bake 'em under Chriſtmas Pyes; 
Or uſe them, as it wems moſt fitting, 


g. 
Whilſt my aſpiring grateful Muſe, 


To wipe their — after ſh- 


A nobler, loftier Theme purſues. 

6 * Wine! Wine! immortal Wine ſhe ſings, 
Wine that inſpires and makes us Kings. 
Gods! *tis a Subject fit for Milton, 


A greater far, than Homer built on. MW 


Arc Celias Eyes, or Chloe's Graces, 
To be compar'd to flowing Glaſſes? 
| Such little Toys are only fit [ A 
To exerciſe Keyberian Wit. 
Bacchus, to thee alone Il bow; 


Oh! Bacchus] what a God art thou! 


What Joy thy genial Juice diſpenſes ! 


It animates the drooping Senſes ; 


( 141 } 


and even wrinkled Age inſpires 

Vith vigorous Heat, and youthful Firs; 

elps us to bear the Ills of Life, 

The empty Purſe and ſcolding Wife. 

Oh! waft me to ſome great Man's Cellar, 
Where with rich Wines the Hogſheads full are, 
Secure from Strife, from Noiſe, from Care; 
What Pleaſure ſhall I meet with here! 
Ftcrnally I'll ſing of Wine, 

ad drink myſelf, like Thee, Divine. 


The FLEA of TASTE. 
A FABLE, in Imitation of GAY: 
By Mr. H. L. 


OW vain is Man, wich Reaſon born! 
He looks on all the World with Scorn; 
For, partial to himſelf alone, 


1c ſees no Metit but his own; 
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Reaſon 
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| 5 (142) 
4 Reaſon (that Beam of radiant Light) 


Heav'a gave to pierce the Vale of Night, 


To guide our Steps, and ſhew the Way 


That leads to endleſs Tracts of Day; 


But Man (long practis d in Abuſe) 


Converts it to another Uſe, 


Till (Glow-worm like) it cheats his Care, 


And hurries him he knows not where. 


Proud Man! ſearch Nature, and you'll ſee 
An Inſect's happier far than thice. 

It happen'd on a Winter's Day, 
Cordelia (innocently gay) 
Went forth to ſpend an Hour or two, 
With ſome choice Friends, (an happy few) 
Twas then, her Eyes new Luſtre took, 
And Love lay latent in each Look; 
Collected in her Charms ſhe mov d, 


Who ſaw her, lik d; who lik d her, lov'd. 


Her Darts, unerring, flew around, 


And ev'ry Heart confeſsd the Wound; 


1 143) 


Fo ſweet her Converſe was, (ſome ſay) 


as. 


'Twas Night before they miſs'd the Day. 
As thus the chearful Minutes flew, 


A pamper'd Flea appear'd in view, 
That long had rang'd about the Town, 1 
Joint-Tenant of the tatter d Gon; 


And had but lately, as it ſeems, 


* l 


(For Fleas too ſometimes have their Whims) * 
Conceiv'd a Maggot in his Mind, 


For once, to differ from his Kind ; 


Forſake their darling Dirt, and try 
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The Sweetneſs of Variety. 


In ITS 
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By Chance, or Choice, I will not ſay, | | 
But, certain 'tis, he took his Way I 
Directly towards Cordelia's Hand, | 
There pertly perch'd, and took his Stand, | 
Where (wrapt in Softneſs as he lay) | | 
11 


— 2 — 
FT ———— Q 


He ſaid, (or elſe he ſeem'd to ſay) 
Man may the zobler Creature be; 


But who is half ſo bleſs'd as me! 
U My 
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( 144 ) 
My Joy no Interruption meets, 
. banquet in Cordelias Sweets; 
Feaſt richly on the luſcious Food, 
And glut me with the ſweeteſt Blood; 


Her choiceſt Hoards of Charms 1 taſte, 
And riot in the rich Repaſte. 


With ſo much Warmth I meet my Bliſs, V 
1 leave the Print of ev'ry Kils ; 1 
Which Kiſles, as I pleaſe I give, T 
Without the Form of asking Leave. T 
Laws can have no effect on me, ; 

| 


My Will is my Authority ; 
As long as any of us live, 
This is the Flea's Prerogative. 
Cordelia finiſh'd here the Strife, 
And ſooth'd her Anguiſh with his Life: 
Still boaſting, he reſign'd his Breath, 


And ſaid, 'm cnvy'd ev'n in Death, 


The 


( 145 ) 


Be HERN. 4 FAIRI E. 


Hern, more malapert than wiſe, 
With Beak and Neck of Crane: like Size, 
And Spindle-ſhank'd, with wond rous Pride, 


Was coaſting by a River's Side; 

The Waters ſo tranſparent flow'd, 

That Phebus in the Mirror glow'd. 

The Carps and Pikes, in ſportive Mood, 
So wanton in the cryſtal Flood, 

So near him, heedleſs, did they play, 

He need but ſtoop, and ſeize his Prey; 
Better, thought he, with haughty Mien, 
To ſtay till Appetite is keen: 

So, with a proud diſdainful Eye, 

He let them paſs neglected by. 

His Stomach quickly after ſhew'd 

It wanted neceſlary Food; ; 


So to the Stream again he goes, 


With flimy Tench the River flows, 


U 2 Then, 
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Then, having ſomewhat paus'd a while, 
Cries he, with ſupercilious Smile, 

« Such homely Fare! What! Tench for me! 
« A Hern eat Tench! Ir ne'er ſtall be.“ 
Refus d, away ſtrait ſwam the Game; 
And then a Shoal of Gudgeons came. 

« What! ſhall a Hern on Gudgeons dine! 
4 That really wou'd be very fine; 
ce I ſtoop to ſuch a low Repaſt! 

« No! 1 wou'd ſooner chuſe to faſt.” 
In ſhort, the Fiſh did all depart, 
And, he being hungry at his heart, 
Was glad, at faſt, leſt that ſhou'd fail, 

To ſnap at a poor hapleſs Snail. 
The Moral of this Fable ſhows, 
The Folly of your too nice Beaus ; 
The moſt conforming are the Wiſe ; 
Your Fools will cv'ry thing deſpiſe. 

Who thinks he ne'er can have too much, 
Fortune will oft elude his Touch. 

Too 


(1 
I. 
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Too many (like the Hern) are caught, 
(Too dear Experience may be bought.) 
The Hern alone I do not ſing, 


Another from yourſelves I ſpring. 


A Nymph of the coquettiſh Train, 
Not mighty wiſe, tho' mighty vain, 
A Husband wanted to her mind, 
Handſome, agreeable, and kind; 
No Rake, no Beau, no Humdrum old, 
Nor one too fond, nor one too cold ; - 
A Youth, a Wit well-born, well-bred, 
Moſt wond'rous rich, and greatly read. 
In ſhort, nay more than Man, can be 
An Angel in Epitome. | 
Fate was reſolv'd to do her Duty 
T'wards this unreaſonable Beauty. | 
So Stateſmen, Lords, (a worthy Croud!) 
Their Ardour to the Nymph avow'd ; 


(148) 


But theſe ſhe thought, by much, too mean 38 


So ſcoff d, and ſaid, o'er-fraught. with Spleen, 
© Theſe Men for me! theſe Fellows here! 

4 ] fancy they're upon their Jcer.” 

Thus went ſhe in her Mimic Style, 


* Lord help em, how they make me ſmile!“ 


A thouſand Faults the Fair-one found; 
My Lord was not enough renown'd ; 


Sir Bob was gouty, and Sir Will, 


His Tongue, like hers, wou'd ne'er ſtand ſtill: 


The Col'nel had too flat a Noſe; 

The Duke's a Sloven in his Clothes; 
One had a Pimple, this and that; 

In ſhort, it was — the Lord knows what. 
Theſe, thus refus'd, away depart, 

And now rich Cits attack her Heart; 

« Really, ſays ſhe, tis wond'rous fit, 

« For me to wed a wealthy Cit; 

“All Day behind a Counter ſtare, 


« *T will ſuit my Perſon to a hair; 


60 


cc 
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« ] who have fcorn'd their Betters ſo, 
« Will een {corn them, and let 'em go, 
« 'Tis full Moon, ſure, if I can tell; 
« They think I ſhall lead Apes in Hell; 


« But, Heav'n be prais'd, I nced not weep, 


« 'Tis true I lie alone, yet — ſleep.” 


Thus ſhe indulg'd her own Conceit; 
How obſtinate's a Female-Wit! 

For Age approach'd with hidcous View, 
All Lovers bid, at once, adicu. 

One Year is paſt, another's near, 
Wrinkles and Baldneſs in the Rear, 

he feels the Approaches of Decay, 
dome Beauty fading ev'ry Day; 

dhe frets, ſhe fumes, ſhe ſtorms a-main, 


ut frets, and fumes, and ſtorms in vain; 


\ ruin'd Houſe may be repair'd, 
ut Beauty to repa@ s too hard. 
o now her Niceneſs fled, her Glaſs 


\dvisd the monumental Maſs 


„ 1 895). 
To ſnap at the firſt friendly Offer, 
Nor vainly light with Scorn the Proffer. 
She thought the Counſel mighty good, 
And being in a loving Mood, . 
She wedded (leſt her Man ſhou'd fail her) 
An ugly, empty, dwarfiſh Taylor. 


— — a./ 


From a Young Lapy, 0 her LO VI 
who was going to Sea. 


A EPIGRAM. 


Arewel dear Swain, let neither Seas nor Win 
F Swell like the Eyes andHearts you leave behind 
Let no bold Billow venture to ariſe 
With fond Deſire, to gaze upon thoſe Eyes; A 
Leſt Winds and Waves, enamour'd of thy Form, 


Should riſe, and croud themſelves into a Storm, 


F 


nd 


( 131 ) 
His ANSWER. 
My deareſt Celia further Griefs forbear, 
Nor let my Safety be too much thy Care; 


Nor roaring Winds I fear, nor raging Seas; 
For when an Angel prays, the Storm muſt ceaſe. 
But yet, a Ruin threatens ſtill my Heart ; 


You cannot ſave me for tis Death to part. 


— * — 8 8 


Ona La pv, juſt marry d to a Clergyman. 


Ar EPIG RAM. 


= 
- 
* 4s — - 4 — 4 20 
— k b — has 1 —ä — — * 18 — 
— - . — „ - — 
rr — 3 . . 4 F — 
- 2 — — o £ 7 © — 2 
x . - — — — — = — — — "2: 2 — 5 - 2 IS 
= — — - * — — * — — — — — * 
< - = _ : — 
— a . 8 . O w—_—  -- — — 4 
* _—_— 3 7 2 * 4 — 4. "= * . 5 * 4 w 5 » — » * R 1 I 1 1 7 " 
a — y ron þ ig. <'af ,2- -  —— — 2 — 2 * yo Th * 
þ — — „ 2. D ar 4 * 9 * * 4 
P , — > 1 j — — 2 
> Wk; De * Bo Mes 
. „v4 5 


Can't but confels, 

I 'Tis a heavy Diſtreſs, 
Amelia has heap'd on her Head ; 
As a Clergyman's Wife, 

She'll be Prieſt-rid for Life, 
And Prieſt-rid too after he's dead. 
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I, ONG time I kept my Heart ſecure 
From Love, and ev'ry fatal Lure; 


No pleaſing Girl, no wanton Dame, 


Cou'd ever then excite a Flame. 


From Fair to Fair, I us d to range, 


And found no pleaſure, but in change: n 
But ſoon as &'cr I Thee ſurvey'd, : 
( 


In all thy matchleſs Charms array'd, 
Aftoniſh'd, at the Sight, I grew, 
While Heav'n ſeem'd op'ning to my View. 
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Thoſe Eyes, my firſt Obſervance claim'd g * 
Thoſe Eyes, for lifeleſs Look, ſo fam'd ; TD 
That ſhapeleſs Shape, that artleſs Air, 0 
Were other Motives then of Fear. n 
Prudent a while, I ceagd to gaze; St 
(A Spark may kindle to 4 Blaze) 8 


But too deep Root, Love's Dart had ta en; 


Io quit the Place, I ſtrove in vain. 
Thotigi 


hgh 
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Though Reaſon pleaded gainſt Delay 

Yet ſtronger Love inforc d my tay. 
Again I look d; again admir d; 

Each Featurg —= nay, each Motion fir'd. 
From far conſpicuous, by its Size, 

Thy ruby Noſe engag'd my Eyes; 

Where Worms and Pimples, blended, made 
A fine Compound of Black and Red. 
Thence to thy Lips Idid deſcend ; 

But, ſay, What Mortal can pretend, 

In equal Numbers, to explain 

The thouſand Charms thoſe Lips contain? 
Wide, as thy Mouth, the Muſe muſt fly; 


T' explore the Sweets which in it lie: 


Oer all thy Face ſuch Beauty ſhines, 

There all that's wonderful combines. 

Still, with thy other Graces, vie 

Thy Cheeks, of deeper Scarlet Dye, 

Than ſetting Phebus, when he fires the Sky. 
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No Lillies there, their Paleneſs ſpread ; 
The Roſe, ſuperior, glows with Red. 
Then, ſince, of Flowers, the Roſe takes place, 
As firſt for Colour, and for Grace : 
Since red ning Bluſhes Love inſpire i; 


Long as you bluſb, we muſt admire. 


th. 
* 


An INVECTIVE againſt SATIRE. 


In a Dialogue between a PO E T and 
his FRIEND. 


FRIEND. | 
Orbear, forbear, thy crabbed Style for once; 
F Nor make a Foe of evry wealthy Dunce. 
The Wit's too groſs, that's vain; too mean the 
Plan, 


Which ſhows the Brute, when it can ſhow the Man. 


To carp at Tils, may other Ills produce; 
And the Abuſe we cenſure, may abuſe. 


It 
It 
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catire's a trait'rous, and a dang'rous Tool, 
It kills its Author, while it wounds the Fool : 
It preys on Garbage, like the Carrion Crow z 


And where it ſought a Friend, it ſtarts a Foe. 


Por. 
What ſhall I ſee, raſh Man, with Reaſon vain, 
Lord of the Earth, and Maſter of the Main, 
Unable his wild Paſſions to reſtrain ? 


Pretend to rule (fond of Ambition's height) 


Yet know not how to ſtop his own mad Flight : f 


Diſpute, and argue, whether right or wrong, 


And c'en diſown that Por, from whence he ſprung. 
Yet call for ſuccour, from his righteous Throne, 
And plead his Merit, from the Wrongs he's done. 


This, can!] coolly ſee, and quell my Gall; 


And when thus urg'd, be not fatirical ? 


FRIEND. 
Errors, in all Men, reign; yet all poſleſs 
Their Virtues too 3 ſome more, I grant, ſome leſs. 


Man's 
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Man's but a Garden in Epitome, 
Where Flowers and Weeds promiſcuouſly we ſee; 
In which, ſuppoſe ſome Traveller ſhould ſtray, 
And cull the fouleſt Rubbiſh in his way, | 
A Noſegay thence collect, with curious pains ; 
Wou'd not you think that Trav'ler wanted Brains? 
At leaſt, Tm ſure, his Fancy's dull, you'd Cry, 
To chuſe Deformity, when Beauty's nigh, 
Buch are the Noſegays, Satiriſts compoſe, 
And Faults the Weeds, with ſo much Labour choc, 
While Virtue, like the Flow'r, neglected lies, 
And droops its Head, and ſheds its Leaves, and dies 


POET. 


Then ſhall J ſee preſumptuous Fools bear (way, 
And lord it over Wiſdom's brighter Ray : 

Nor dare to write, for fear my Lord ſhould frown ; 
But coolly view the Vices of the Town, 

Where Truth and Honour, both are put to flight, 
And pow'rful Wrong, the better gets of Right : 


Where 
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Where the chief Trade and Art, that's moſt in vogue, 


Is who ſhall claim the Title of a Rogue: | 

Where Friendſhip only is a ſpecious Name, 

An Embryo Vapour of a dying Flame. 

For Man's chief Prey is Man; not ſo we find, 

The Brute Creation in their various kind. 

Wolves cheriſh Wolves; and Bears will Bears de- 
fend; 

The Lion to the Lion is a Friend. 

They have no Jilt, nor falſe deluding Fair, 

Nor Bigot, nor a Libertine is there. 

But Man has all; he's now a Rake, a Sot, 

A Zealot now; and now the Lord knows what: 

A Foctoall, ſcarce to himſelf a Friend, 

His own Tormentor to his very end. 

Dogs fawn ; Man flatters, kills you with his Smiles3 

And when he ſeems moſt pleaſant, moſt beguiles. 

But Brute to Brute's a generous open Foe ; 


Such ſeryile Feats they (corn, or willnot know. 
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Learn, Man! from them, who acts, or who dib 


putes 


— 
— 


FRIEND. ] 

The Mirror that betrays our Faults to ſight, | 

When conſtant ſhown, muſt conſtantly affright, : 

Few ſeek their own Deformities to know, : 

4 For Man to his reflecting Part's a Foe. a 
| [ A dull Elogium is with caſe forgot, 4 
1 And Time and Worms th' inſipid Nonſenſe rot. y 
Theſe are its only Foes ; but Satire's Strain = 

Rouſes Revenge, where'er it leaves a Stain: = 

Tries from Oblivion former Crimes to ſave, ” 

Nor lets one Folly ſleep within its Grave. Y 

[ 

PoE r. 85 

| An 

So muſt I reſt unmov'd, and patient bear, Th 


'* 


The greateſt Fool to think, he's Wiſdom's Heir: , 
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Or the hot Madman, in his airy Scheme, 

A hotter Madman his next Neighbour deem. 
The-Pedant (drunk with Learning's mighty Store, 
Loſt in his Greek, but in his Latin more) 
Verbatim, all the Claſſi cks has by rote; 

And, Line by Line, tranſlates without a Thought 
Thinks, by his Book, the Man alone is made; 
And Senſe is Folly, without Plato's Aid. 

The empty Fop believes, all Wiſdom lies 

la his embroider'd Clothes, and Celia Eyes. 

In Park, or Court, a Penſion, or a Place, . 
In gewgaw Titles, as in — © Pleaſe your Grace 3 
Or, & Pleaſe your Honour —tho'his Honour's baſe; 
Learning, with him, is look'd upon as dull ; 

And ev'ry Scholar, a pedantic Fool. 

Latin and Greek, meer idle trifling Toys, 

And Grammar, as unworthy all, but Boys; 

Thinks all are Fools, his Notions to deſpiſe, 


And only who perfue his Maxims wile. 
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i The Rake, in Brothels, fixes Wiſdom's Seat, 
In Wine and Whores; and, being a Profligate : 
Laughs at the formal Parſon's bugbear Word, 
And holds a future State to be abſurd. 


A Zealot, is a Lunatick, he cries ; 

An Atheiſt only ispolite and wile. 

The Prodigal laughs at the Miſer's Scheme; 

Yet runs more wide in the reverſe Extream. 

While thus the Miſer ſpeaks his fav'rite Son; 

And this the Leſſon he wou d have him con. 

Obſerve me well; a Parent's Counſel take; 

The Parent's Pleaſure, in, his Son's, at ſtake. 
Of Int'reſts, learn to know the common Ground, 

And what is meant by Simple and Compound: 

Devoid of Pity, let thy Gold be lent, 

On no Condition, but at Cent. per Cent. 

Be cruel, baſe and falſe, to ev'ry Truſt ; 

Be any thing for Int'reſt—c'en be jult : 

Feed on the Ruins of the Widow's Fate, 


And fatten on the Orphan's Truſt-Eſtate, 


From 
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From other Mens Misfortunes, Wiſdom draw, 


And get acquainted with each Quirk of Law. 


The World regards not Man the Purſe is all; 


Who has the moſt, the mighty Man we call. 
He is the Scholar, without Grammar Rule, 
A Seneca, tho ne'cr ſo great a Fool: 
In him, Truth, Virtue, Grandeur, Honour ſhine, 
And ev'ry thing, which Mortals term divine. 


To him the Courticr bends, for him the Fair, 
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In am'rous Accents ſighs her ſweet Deſpair ; 
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Gold has a Charm, which Uglineſs defies, 


— 
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And Poverty's a Fiend, we all deſpiſe. 
Therefore, cries he, this Treaſure, my dear Son, 
I've gain'd 3 which, when I die, is all thy own. 


To this the Miſer bows; in this he ſees 1 


— — 


x 


Health, Truth, and Wiſdom, Happineſs and Eaſe: 
His Wealth's his God, and cither India Heaven; : 
Yet till he ſtaryes amidſt the Plenty given. ; | 
The graver Pedant calls the Fopling Fool; 9 
And back the Fop returns the Ridicule. 1 
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The Zealot ſwears, the rake- hell Atheiſt raves; 


The Rake calls Zealots hypoctitick Knaves. 
The Miſer ſays, the Prodigal is mad; 
The Prodigal, the Miſer deems as bad. 
Then ſhall not I diſplay juſt Satire's Glaſs ;- 
And let each ſce himſelf, the real Als ? 


FRIEND. 


What is thy Muſe to Satire ſuch a Frida 


As even real Worth to diſcommend ? 


POET. 


Oh! no! | 

If thou can'ſt find a Perſon worthy Praiſe, 
To him — My Muſe ſhall dedicate her Lays : 
Bur, ſay, where is that Virtuc to be found? 


It's Owner's Name, and Satire falls to ground. 


FRIEND. 


What think ſt thou then of George and Caroline; 


In whom all Virtues, all the Graces ſhine? 


6163) 

There's a Naſſau ; there's Royal Anne his Bride; 

And numbers more, whom 1 could name beſide. 
PoET. 

ve done — and Satire is no more — Such Worth, 

Henceforth, gives joyful Panegyrick birth: 

enceforth, inſpir'd, the Muſe her Voice ſhall raiſe, 


o George's, Caroline's, Naſſau's and Annas Praiſe. 


Lb * an nd 


The VISION. 


Allently muſing on the Ills of Life, 

Own equal Caution, weighing Love and 
Strife ; 

)'ercome with Heat, the open Plain I flew, 

ind to a lonely Thicket's Side withdrew 3 

here not the Hyacimch or Violet blows, 

ut baleful Hemlock, with wild Henbane grows ; 

\ hoſe ſpreading Briers, with prickly Thorns unite, 

There ſolitary dwells the Bird of Night: 
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Where hoary Witches Midnight Mectings make, 
And erizly Ghoſts their nightly Wand'rings take, 


| | W. 
To this Retreat, well ſuited for Deſpair, 


At 
Let the refus'd, and love-ſick Maid, repair: P 
5 70 
Or the fond Youth, whoſe bleeding Heart has born 


The Pangs, attendant on a Woman's Scorn. ny 
Here, let em come; here mourn th' unkind Di- Nis 
dain, 


Regain their Freedom, or increaſe their Pain : 
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But ſoon, the Silver Moon, with feeble Ray, Vhe 


For different Ends ſuch lonely Shades create; 
They'll either fix, or elſe retard your Fate, 
Thus did I ſing, 'till the declining Sun, 
Withdrew his Beams from off the Horizon. 
While ſable Night ſpread her dark Curtains round 
And caſt her gloomy Mantle o'er the Ground. 


Diſpers'd the Clouds, and gave a ſecond Day: rhat 
Her glimmering Beams ſhone faintly thro did. 


Trees, and 
Which gently nodded to the fanning Breeze. Mt 1; 
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When lo ! methought, all pale and ghaſtly ſtood, 
At ſome ſmall diſtance, in the circling Wood, 
Fidelio's Shade! — confounded and aghaſt, 


a 


"W:io would I fly; Fear held my Footſteps faſt: 


Fain would I call ; but on my faultring Tongue, 
Disjointed Words and broken Accents hung. 

Cold Sweat my Face and ſhivering Limbs o'erſpread; 
y Hair erecting, briſtled on my Head. 

At length returning Reaſon's pow'rful Sway 
\larm'd my Mind, and wak'd the ſenſeleſs Clay ; 
Vith recent Courage, all my Soul inſpir'd, 

New ſtrung my Nerves, and every Sinew fir d. 

ma nen 1 again, the fatal place ſurvey d, 

Vhere lately ſtood, replete to Sight, the Shade: 
Vhere, ſtill he ſtood, and beckoning ſeem'd topray, 
hat I would follow, where he led the Way. 


ly did conſent ; and o'er the matted Graſs, 


\t length, within a Grove, of mournful Yew, 


Wi he airy Form my wand'ring Footſteps drew : 
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\nd wither'd Leaves, and broken Boughs, we paſs. 
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Then, ſmiling, turn'd his Farewell to prepare ; 


Sunk from my Sight, and vaniſh'd into Air. 
Juſt where he ſtood, a Marble Tomb I found, 
Which Sonics Weeds, and twining Ivy, bound 

When, wildly, I the verdant Covering tore, 
And wildly ſought th? Ænigma to explore: 4 
With ſearching Eyes, I try'd, and try d ag gain, 
No kind Inſeription would reward my pain. 


Till Cinthza's Beams a brighter Luſtre ſhed, 


With heavy Heart theſe Characters Tread: 


Within this Tomb, commix d with Kindred Dil 
Liethe Remains of all, that's good and Juſt - : 
The mouldring Clay once bore FIDELIO s N. ame, 


Unknown to Infamy, unknown to Shame. 
At this, I cry'd, O ever conſtant Friend, 


Belov d Fidelio, now my Joys muſt end 2 


1 ſhall no more the healthful Chace purſue ; ; 
No more with thee bruſh o'er the Silver Dew; 


No more with thee, my uſual Paſtimes take $ 


And rouſe the foaming Boar put off the thorny Brak: 
| 05 
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Or, when our Country's Cauſe,our Arms demands, 
No more with thee purſue the hoſtile Bands. 
ſhall no more thy kind Aſſiſtance have: 
O never! never! for the hungry Grave 


My Friend entomb s. 
Yet, e' er I go, thy ſable Cotſe I'll fold, 
Ard print my friendly Kiſſes on thy Mould, 

No ſooner. ſaid, than I the Work begun, 
And tumbled down the huge and maſſy Stone; 
Where, at full length, alas! the breathleſs Clay, 
The cold Remains of trueſt Friendſhip lay. 
The Silver Moon, affrighted at the Sight, 
Drew in her Horns, and robb'd the Globe of Light; 
Loud blew the Winds, an hideous Storm came on; 
And bellowing Thunder thro the Welkin run. 
The forked Light'ning gleem'd along the Plain; 
Again, I ſtiffen d with encreaſing Pain. 
Doubting the Cauſe, why ſuch Confuſions riſe ? 
And why ſuch dreadful Tumults in the Skies? 
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Now, raſhly, I repent, the Action mourn, 
And tuen my Sight from off the ſilenr Urn. 
When, lo 12 Voice recall d my baniſh'd Eyes, 
In Words, like theſe, the mighty Meaning flies: 
Fear not, HoxATIO, 'tis FIDEL10 calls, 
| Intomb'd Fidelio, in theſe tony Walls. 
Loo, look again, and fleeting Life ſurvey ; 
Nor fly the Sight of what is nought but Clay. : 
Learn, daring Friend, my mouldring Corſe behold, 
How you, how all muſt be, as J am, cold ! | 
With curious Eye obſerving, view my Fate; 
Let not what once you lou'd, be now your Hate. 
Turning my Eyes, again the Place I view, 
While from my Forchead drop'd a baleful Dew. 
Within the Tomb, a Silver Lamp there hung, 


A ſickly Flame from forth the Socket ſprung ; 


And liv'd by Starts, whoſe wavering feeble Light 
Increas'd the Horror of the mournful Sight, 
| Stretch'd, at full length, the glorious Lover lay, 
Of Life depriy'd, a heavy Lump of Clay. 

Forth 


th 
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Forth from the Sockets, where the Balls of Sight 


Once hung, but cover'd now with endleſs Night, 


Crept odious Worms; corruptive Maggots: ured, 


And gnaw'd the Fleſh, which Beauty once o'crſpread. 


Fal'n was the Jaw ; and ſilent. lay the Tongue, 
On which the Eloquence of Angels hung; 
Still was the Heart, which, living, knew no Wrong. ; 
I who before a coward Fear ne er knew, 
From Duſt alone, cen my Friend's Duſt, I flew ; 
And wand'ring on, beat an uncertain Way, 
Till kind Aurora, with her bluſhing Ray, 
Guided my Steps, and introduc'd the Day. 
The trembling Sight ill hung upon my Thought, 
And thoſe Ideas on my Fancy wrought.” 

No more Fidelios Lips will Celia kiſs, 
From whence the Fair has ſipt nefarious Bliſs. 
O could ſhe ſee! what Havock Death has made; 
How much unlike Fidelio is his Shade! 


How would ſhe then, as Ido now, deplore 


The abject Carcaſs, that can pleaſe no more. 
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How, moutn that Beauty, ſhe eſteems ſo high, 
| When Reaſon ſays, at Death's Approach, twill fly, 
Could ſhe thus think ! O then, the tempting Maid, 
Would fly thenojſy Court, for ſome peace- breathing 


Shade; 
Ne'er toil away the Morning at her Glaſs; Oh 
Nor heed the Praiſes of a powder'd Aſs. Ant 
No White and Red, her Toilet would adorn ; Oh 


What once ſhe lov'd, would then become her Scorn: 
In harmleſs Peace would ſpend her future Days, be 


Amend her ill-ſpent Life, and ſing Fehovah'sPraiſc. W. 
Thus did I think, thus run her Follies o'er, or 

And tax d Mankind with thouſand Frailties more. 
Th. 


When, lo! the drouſy God unveil'd my Sight, 
Waking, 1 found, I'd dreamt away the Night. — 
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Like M. after, like Man; like M. 2 
like Maid. 


ANEL-L4, one day, as is currently faid, 
Caught her Maid with his H—'s Valet in Bed. 
Oh! how ſhe did ſtorm, ſtamp, rave, roar and rattle, 


And ſoon put an end to the amorous Battle. 

Oh! you Strumpet, ſays ſhe, get out of my Doors, 

My Chamber ſhall.nc'er be polluted by Mhores. 
Dear Ma'm, reply'd B E TT 7, your Paſſion allay, 
We only make good, what the Proverb does fay ; 

For we thought, (or we ne'cr had been caught at this 
Game) 

That you and his Hs were playing the ſame. 


EPICOR amn 


On a Female RorE-DANCRR. 

Hilſt in her Prime, and Bloom of Years, 
Fair Celia trips the Rope; | 
e Ab 


* 
Alternately ſhe moves our Fears 3 


| Alternately our Hope. Are 


But when ſhe ſinks, or riſes higher, 


| PF Dot 

Or graceful does advance; , 
nc 

We know not which we moſt admire, , 
00 

The Dancer, or the Dance. 
N | — ha 
* EPILOGUE I 
2 1 The 
To the BLAZING Gomt Ty e. 

iy r Tha 
Hav 


| Enter Lapy FLAME, 
() T has the Town complain'd, of latter Days Altl 
Of want of Fire and Spirit, in our Plays, 


But ſure they're now ſtruck dumb—or I'm miſtakes 
The Blazing Comet ſaves the Drama's Bacon. 
Do we not anſwer the Dramatic Art, 

In the moſt tender and eſſential Part! 
Are ye not piteous, and affrighted ſad, 

At ſight of Man and Woman — both fark mad 

| | Alt 
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Are not our Incidents on Hiſt ry built? 

Tho? no Blood is ſpilt. 
Does not a Hero Taylor love to Death, 
And bravely die for —=— Queen Elizabeth? 


Poor Stitch! — Now had he been a King — no 


is not here Murder? 


doubt, | 
That would cauſe Tears, what makes a Laughing- 
bout. - ** 


Then, what can all the Clan of Poets write, 
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That's not (for God's ſake) in the Piece to- night? 
Have we not High. foum Thoughts, as well as they; 


— 
1 

> * * 
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Altho', perhaps, too near the M:tky-Way ? 

Do not the Proſe, the Muſic, and the Rhime, 
Exceed the common Notion of Sublime? 

None of your modiſh, ſoft, lethargic Numbers, 
That moſt genteelly lull you into Slumbers! 
My Lord of Wildfire's Mercury will make ye; 
Or, faith! the Senſe of Feeling mult forſake. 


Ivow, I'm glad to ſee a Reſtoration 
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Ar Of poor, long-drooping Vigour in the Nation. 
Who 
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Who the duce likes a Lover in the Spleen? 
Or, who a Bard, whoſe Writings are not keen! 
Your Flegmatics, of any kind, are hateful ; 
A Thing, that has no Life int — faugh! UN RAT 

FUL ! | 
Thank Heaven! 
Our Authors made up of ſuch vigorous Stuff 


Of Writing- 
And what's the Reaſon, think you? - Ill unfold- 


Women, you know, can't long a Secret hold! 
Our Bard's a Maid ! — Or he is foul bely'd ; - 
Not that I'd have you think, I ever try'd. 


He will never have enough. 


Enter LoxD WI1LDFIRE, 
Hold, Madam; that's not fair tis odd to (ay, 
You never try d after the Wedding-day! b 
| What will the Ladies think of this ſtrange _ 
' Lapy FLAME. 
Nought truly, much redounding to your Glory, 
[Ld Wildfire g, and looks PR 


3 


La 


n! 


Th 
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Let it not damp you, don't be melancholly! 
+. Lond Wipers. 
Why, Madam, pray confider — thro? your Folly, 


They'll take me for a Beau — or — for a Molly. J 
Labr FLAME; | | 


hl but, my Lord! I only play'd the rogues 


80 * ee and end the Epilogue. 


[Exit Lady Flame! 
Lond WIL DrR J. 
In part, che s in the right — Authors ſhould be .. 
A little chaſter - - would they write like me. 
Forgive, ye Belles! who would the Muſe enjoy, 
And make her pregnant of a deathlef Boy, 


His whole united Spirits muſt employ. 
Enter MESSENGER haſtily; and _— 
Ha! ha! ha! 
Why, let him come tremendous as 8 is. 
| LExit Meſſenger: 
Our Lordſhip of Wildfire not dreads his Phiz. 


Aa Ladies 


90 
Ladies and Gentlemen, indulge me pay, 
If for ſome Reaſons T engage your Stay; 
You'll hear a very pleaſant, odd Affair, 
A Miniſter of State is coming here, 
Parnaſſus moſt induſtrious Plenipo, 
And twere worth while to! ſee him cer you go; & 
We're told he makes a deadly flaming-Show, 
But 16! the Bard! on Pegaſus aſtride, 
With a whole Gang of Muſes by his ide, 


> ad bigodtewnod if. lol 
Enter Mr. Bars, on an Afs having Wings, at. 
tended. by ſeveral ragged Women, and Drum: 
0 and Trumpets: 5 they * proclaim him round the 


Stage. They fan; ing- 


A IR . 0 ponder well. 


Great Nero was a Laureat made 
By Drum and Trumpet's Sound; 
- Our greater Son ſhall, by their Aid, 
The Britiſb Bard be crown'd. 
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Let Criticks maul our darling Son, 
- He ſtill ſhall, wear the Baysss 
For he the Crown of Glory 's won, 


Lo. WII D. By cobbling up old Plays. 


* — 


| "I. ing 

Bleſs us, Squire Bays! you ride in ſwinging State, 
As if ſome Convict were to mect his Fate, 2 

But, Man! the Pardon's feal'd--you're come too late. 
BArs. 2 % 0 

What! I ſuppoſe, you think you' ve charm'd the 
Town, Sir ? . 22124 
Lond WILD rm. IL 


All are in Raptures! Not one ſingle Frown, Sir ! 


15 Bars. | 
Was cer ſuch Impudence! (Lp. Wil pr.) O yes! 
your own, sir, 2 SE 
HE Ges Rows nn 


Rat me ! A pleaſant Fellow for pretending 102 


3 exhibit aught — without my Juſe in 
A a 2 |" 
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| Lond W1LDFIRE. 


O cry ye Mercy !—your re not ears and why} 


Becauſe you 'd nota Fingerin the Pye. 
Bars. 


Doſt know the nnn. (To. Wor) 1 IfI 


gueſs right, 
You'll grin, and ſhew your Teeth — but cannot bite; 
8 Bays. | 


Know, Sir, tho Crouds protect your BlazingComet, 


In ſpite of them, my f ſingle Voice ſhall damn it. 
Egregious Vanity! good Jeſt, Egad, | 
To think, I'd like a Thing —— (Ly. Wu pr) 
Unlcſs twere had. 
Bars. 
Did I not tell you, _ it would not do ? 
But pray, what 7 — comes from you 7 
2; a» . 
Split me! to turn my Judgment into Sport ! 
Which paſſe es current for Sheer-Wi at Court 
Here's 


| cl 


ha 


Lik 


Anc 


Wh 
Bey 
Haſt 
Tha 
Stap 


Com 


Cive 
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Here's not one Scrap of Humour, I can find, 


Lond WiLDFIRE, 
hat's cauſe the too great Luſtre makes you blind; 
Like Owls, you know, who cannot bear the Light, 
And have no uſe of Opticks but by Night. 
Bars. 


Where lies your Scene? (Lp. WIL pr.) O! where 
you cannot riſe, 
Beyond your Underſtanding 


Bars. 


In the Skies! 


Haſt thou thy own Outdoings yet outdone ? 
LokD. W1LDFIRE. 
I have, like you, of Twenty Plays made One, 
| Bars, 
Stap thy Vitals! 1 
Lord WILDFIRE. 


come — Since you re in the mood of finding Faults; 
Give us a Specimen of your fine Thoughts. 


BAYS, 
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ai 057 ee, 

Well III confound, and put thee out of pai 

By eight rich Lines! the Product of this Bri 
nee 


# 


AIR "yy Green Sleeves. ip 

If one ſhould find the coming Year ut, © 
In Reſſing to tranſcend the Laſt he 
The Difference only will declare Lboy: 

hs oY preſent ſweeter, than the paſt þ _ 


Concluſion excellent! LD. WII p.) As I ſhouldlx 
The Weather's fouleſt on a rainy Day. 


Bars. 
Te illaſtrate Kingly Cares, again behold 
A Thought alluſive worth its Weight in Gol 


Sings tothe Tune of Bobbing Joan. 


hey 

So brooding on her lonely Neſt, hou' 
Aloft the Eagle wakes ; | | | 
Her due Delight forſakes, = ut, ! 


Tho' Monarch of the Air confeſt. 
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counted equal, by the Nine, to Me. 
Lonxp WILDFIRE. 

[will be extremely difficule, I ſwear! 

hey ll ſcarce be equald — — till the coming Tear. 
bt, S — . = 825 

he Female Eagle, I preſume, you mean, 

lbove in Air, is either King, or Queen; 

508 (Bars) Or what pray? 

a n Eagle Government they don't exclude, 


ls by the Salique Law, —the Female Brood. b 


| Lon 1 

1 oſt don defin d ! —— Sirs, you perceive, 

[is no ſmall Privilege, ſome Laureats have: 

hey may be dull and cat, while other Szuners, 

hou d they write ſo, wou'd write without their 
Dinners. 

ut, Mr. Bars, you ſhan't ſay, I find Eule 


nd not correct it by a better Thought; 


101 


Chen thou can It theſe outdo, then ſhalt thou be 
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So mine the Definition of a King, Sir, 


2 
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Which, to be on a Par with you, Il ſing, Sit- pr 
| Ne 
r Sings. © 
A King $ the Shadow of the Pow! rs aboy Th 
Who can a Shadow chaſe, | 

A Hair's breadth from it's Place; 800 

Unleſs the Subſtance you can firſt remove! il 

Shouts behind. 
Ss Ti 
But, bark! the Town, ſweet Sir declates Fre won Co 
So link, that you reſi ign your crown. UW. 
[Offers to Takei it Go 
Bays: 1 No 


Prithee' ſtand off, do ſt think I mind the Town? N He 

No more, ma foy ! than I wou'd do a Bear; vo 
So ſpite of them, Iſtill the Bays ſhall wear. 

Come, Pegaſus to ſhame theſe empty Boalteſſh » 

Let's ſoar—— now mind we'll reach ti Fibel Ti. 

Coaſts, Sits! [Whips andjjt 

| Io 


„ Een WrrrI ZR... 


Pray Pity, 5 you ſee the Bealt's quite jaded!” 


the poor Thing's too heavy laded; 


No wonder !- 
He fain wou'd go, but has not Pow r, alas 
Then take the Will——at beſt he's bur: an AR.” 

f 104: Bays 1”! | 
Some Sack here! [drinks] ſure with this we'll 

mount aloft, 
Lord W1LDFIRE. 

T is that I fancy makes your Lines ſo ſoft ; 
Come, noble Sure, ceeptof my kind Lifr, 
Whip for dear Life he II never be more ſwift. 
bo home, pray Si it snot your Pegaſus, 
Nor all your Rabble-Rout can damage us. 


He wou'd do better, were he better fed; 


You'll always be, the ſame made up of Braſs and 
Lead. [ They thruſt himoff 


Yet I have one thing ſtill to ſupplicate z 


Tis this bright Circle muſt decide my Fate. 


"RE i Mot 


N ot ſuch a Man as you have ſeen juſt now, 

Can give a Tremor of the Nerves but you! 
He came to damn; but you, I hope, will ve; 
To ſave is worthy of the Fair and Brave. 5 

Let me but, Ladies, gain my Point in this 
III bid good-night, alert, panel with the Bl 


g ” N 4 
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De OLD M aN's Ae 


ö O W harſhly cruel is the Fate 
H Attendant on the married State ! 
Since what ſhou'd bleſs the dear Reſtraint, 
Is now the leaſt conſidetꝰd Point: 


And Riches act the Loadſtone's Part, 


In every Parent's ſordid Heart. 


Hence, Young Fifteen, with Sighs and Tears; 
Is wed to fapleſs Foutſcore Years: 
Hence, the poor Maids, but half enjoy'd; 
By their young airy Blades decoy'd, 
Cornute old fumbling wrinkled Sires, 
And Female Virtue hence expires. 
Twas Prior's way, that ſhort and ſweet, 
Is the beſt way a Tale to treat. 
To copy him, the Prologue's done f 
So let us to the Story run. | 
Sir Ralph, a Judge in Piſas Town; ol 
Old, wealthy, and of great Renown; : 
Ce Is Learned 
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Learned in ev'ry ſubtle Flaw, 

And Innuendo of the Lavy; 

Reſoly'd, tho' impotent, to wed 
Some juicy Laſs, to bleſs his Bed. 
For he, alas! was very old, 

And often ſubject to a Cold; 

And therefore judg'd a young Miſs beſt, 
At Night, to warm an old Man's Neſt, 
(Tho not ſo proper for his Reſt.) 

His Reſolution fix d, tis ſaid, 

He married, Sir, a pretty Maid; 


A gay young wan:on Thing, of Fourteen, 
Without the Fuſs and Do of Courting. 
His Neighbours ſmil'd at the Affair, 
Saying, Sir Ralph won't want an Heir: 
Nay, nineteen People ſaid in twenty, 
His Children would have Fathers plenty. 
Thus he, who counſel'd every Elf, 
Wanted Advice in this himſelf. 7 


You!! 


61767 


You'll ſay, he was a Fool tis true; 
But, faith, ſuch Fools are not ſo few: 
As well in this, as Ages paſt, 

And Cuckolds multiply ſo faſt, 


That in each Alderman, you ſee one, 


That tis ſcarce thought a Shame to be one, 


But Ralph, who had not wherewithall 
To ſatisfy his Deary's Call, 


Whene'er ſhe try'd each Air and Beauty, 


To urge him to his Marriage- duty; 

Still pleaded in his own Defence, 

An Almanack of Abſtinence ; 

Where, thro' the Lear (oh! hard to ſay) 

There was allow'd but one ſhort Day, 

For Love, and venereal Play. 

Twas calculated by old Rigour, 

Againſt the Heat of youthful Vigour : 

"I was thus, Sir Ralph brought all about, 

And the whole Week was thus laid out. 
Ce 


Monday, 
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Monday, fays he (in Manner meek) 
You know, my Dear, begins the Week 5 
And ſure tis an improper thing, | 
The Week, with Paſtime, to begin. 
Tueſday, my Love, s a fatal Rock, 
 Dreaded by every aged Cock. | 
On Wedneſday, ſtrictl y we're forbid 
To taſle of Fleſh, my precious Kid, 
Thurſday's a Day of pious Note, 
When we ſhou'd always be devour. 
On Friday, we muſt faſt again, 
And from all ſorts of Fleſh abſtain. 
On Jaturday, we ought to pray, 
Since it foreruns the Sabbath-day. 
Then Sunday, the Almighty bleit, 
By making it a Day of Reſt. | ot 


In Summer, Dog-Days were Pretences, t 
And Love was Poiſon in her Menſes. 
Your Omens now and then appcar, 

& 9 


Lens was the Glory of the Year. 
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ſolemn Feſtival came pat in, 


laiming his Veſper and his Mattin ; 
\nd every Saint's Day was a Heaven, ö 
o ſuccour his Excuſes given. 

n ſhort, excus'd the Year went round, 
\nd but one Day for Love was found; 
und that was merry New-Year's-Day 3 
or then attempting to be gay, 

ir Ralph the Joy of Copulation 
Vou'd give her as New-Year's Donation: 
et tho* the fumbling icy Knight, 

ou'd not perform Hymeneal Rite, 

e knew his failing; and t' appeaſe her, 

c ſtrove with other things to pleaſe her; 
or no one cou'd, than her, go finer, 


ot cy'n a Dutcheſs cou'd outſhine her. 


t what are Baubles, Jewels, Rings ? 
dung Ladies long for other things, 
nd throw away what Husbands give em, 


1 thoſe, who can in Loye relieve em. 


Cloſe 
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Cloſe by the Sea, (to pleaſe his Spouſe) 
Sir Ralph had took a pleaſant Houſe ; 
And always in the Summer Weather, 


They went for paſſo Tempo thither: 


And there in Seaſon 4 propo, 


They d oftentimes a Fiſhing go. 


Thus, as one Day, Sir Ralph was walking, 


And with his little Deary talking; 


The Weather very calm and fair, 
Whilſt Zephyr blew a gentle Air; 
Says ſhe to him, my Dear, I wiſh, _ 
You'd go and catch a Diſh of Fiſh. 
Sir Ralph did preſently conſent, 


And fo they both a Fiſhing went: 
But c'er a League from Shore they got, 


A Privateer accoſts the Yatcht. | 


The Captain preſently was ſmit, 
At ſight of ſuch a pretty Bit; 

And makes (in vain were Ralpho's Cries) 
The half-conſcnting Wife his Prize, 
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Indeed, ſhe ſcem'd to mourn the Rape, 
Some half an Hour, and wiſh'd Eſcape. 


The poor old Knight, alas alas! 

Was in a much more piteous Caſe ; 

Who, tho? he'd cry'd till almoſt blind, 
Was forc'd to leave his Wife behigd. ' 
(Some weep for Joy, to loſe a Wife ; 

But his, poor Man, were Tears of Grief.) 
And rather than he'd loſe his Honey, 

He trudges home to ſcrape up Money : 
Hoping, the Captain would furrender 

His Spouſe, upon a handſome Tender. 
For her, her Tears were quickly over, 

She found the Tarr a piercing Lover. 

He ſhew'd her what a Husband ſhou'd do; 
More than her old Husband cou'd do. 
Whilſt he, poor Cuckold, full of Care 

In thinking, how his Wife wou'd fate; 
Perſuaded of her virtuous Mind, 

Came back the Privateer to find. 

de His 
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His Purſe a thouſand Ducats bear, Fl 
(Oh! Fool, to buy a Wife ſo dear) Wo 
After a tedious Search he meets him 
And thus with heavy Heart he greets him. H 
Sir, I am come thus far to ranſom I. 
A Captive, yon have took, moſt handſom; I 
| Who is, alas ! my loving Wife, Sir, | A 
The Joy and Comfort of my Life, Sir: J 
This Purſe is yours, upon Proviſo, = a; 
You give her back, for whom I cry ſo. I 
The Captain thus reply'd, no doubt, 
Ive many Maids and Wives without, a 


My Ship a thouſand Wives ſecures; | | 
Then how can 1 know which is yours? | 
Why, Sir, the good old Knight replics, 

You'll know her by her very Eyes ; 

= For further Proof, 'tis ſhe you got 

f | 5 Laſt Week out of my Pleaſure-Vatcht; 

i Shou'd ſhe once ſee me on the Deck, 


She'd cling like Iyy round my Neck; 
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Fly to myArms that very Minute 
she ſees me, or the Devil's in it. 
Since if, Sir Ralph, it is, you ſay, | 
Her whom I took laſt Week away, 
Il ſend a Meſſage by my Mate, 
To bring that Captive hither ſtrait ; 
And if ſhe knows ye, when ſhe ſees ye, 
Til give her up, if that will eaſe ye. 
Agrced—and ſtrait the Lady's brought, 
But ſhe nor mov'd, nor ſtir'd a Jot ; 
But ſeem'd as cool, when he was ſeen, 
As he'd the greateſt Stranger been. 
Oh! ſhe's aſham'd, ſaid Ralph, for ſhe 
Is always ſo fore Company; 
But, I am ſure, were we alone, 
She'd quickly know me for her own : 
Her little Hubby, her nown Deary, 
And kiſs and hug me, when none'snear me. 
If that's the Caſe, replies the Pirate, 
Il fairly give you leave to try it. 
D d 
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So in Room apart they went; 
The Knight ſeem'd very well content, 
Cries, Child, you need not now be ſhy ; 
Come, kiſs thy Honey, why tis. 


I am glad to ſee thee here ſo ſafely, 
What doſt not know thy Cocky, Raphy ? 
Am] ſo alter'd and decay'd? 
Tris you thoſe Alterations made. 
Thy being made a Slave, it was 
That only, which has been the Cauſe. 
Have I, my Pigſny, cer been cruel, 
Deny'd thee any Ring or Jewel, 
Or any gewgaw Toy, you wanted ; 
Nay, more than you had need of, granted. 
You had a Chaiſe, a Coach, and Horſes, 
And always full two ſilken Purſes. 
You'll be a Slave, if here you ay 3 
What of your Virtue ſhall we ſay? 
Een what you will, reply'd the Flirt, 
With a brisk Air, and mighty pert. 
Us Whar 


( 195 ) 
W hat do you think it fitting, Sir, 


About my Virtue now to ſtir ? 
My Parents had but ſmall Regard, 
For real Honour's ſplendid Card; 
Who wedded me not ſcarce fifteen, 
To fourſcore Years of Gout and Spleen. 
It was my Caſe—— you know it well, 
Een ſend your Almanacks to Hell; 
I am not now ſo mighty ſhallow, 
But know what is a hale ſtrong Fellow. 
Such is this Captain, dear Sir Ralph, 
In Strength, he's more than Man and half. 
He preaches up no Abſtinence, | 
But knows to pleaſe my every Senſe : 5 
With him have already found 
'Tis New-Year's-Day the whole Year round. ] 
Than Man of 1/l;ngton he's ſtronger; 
1 pray, Sir Ralph, inſiſt no longer ; 
I know when I'm well ſerv'd, and ſo, 
Dear Hubby, Ralpho, prithee go. 
D dz 
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Don't tell me, with a whining Cant, 
Of what fine things I did not want; 
Truſt me, I'm more content by far, 
With this ſame handſame luſty Tar, 
Than when I rode in Coach and four 
With you, the Shadow of Threeſcore. 
Een go your ways The good old Knight 
Could ſcarce believe his Ears and Sight, 
And ſtrait departed greatly griev'd; 
Till him from Sorrow Death reliev d. 

Thus fares Man's Wedlock at fourſcore; 
A Cuckold he, and ſhe a Whore. : 


— a. AC. * — ” — 9 OW £26 bed w . 


Little DO GS have long Tails. 


1. 


E have it, by Tradition, told, 
\ \ That Jove, for Man's Creation, 


Mix'd up a ſwinging Heap of Mould, 
And gave it due Formation, 


He 


(6297 
2. 
When all were made, a little Clay 
Was left; and rather than, Sir, 
He d throw the leaft of it away, 
He made a little Man, Sir. 
1 
Then from Olympus Top around, 
The Earth, his Eyes he caſt, Sir; 
And to his Joy all ſmiling found, 
But him, whom he made laſt, Sir. 
"A 
Says Fove, what makes you frown and ſigh ? 
The reſt are pleaſant all, Sir; 
So (fays the little Man) wou'd I, 
If I were full as tall, Sir. 
* 
The Men will laugh at me, alas! 


The Females too will rig me; 
And cry, behold, where- e er I paſs, 
There goes the little Pigmy. 
6. 
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6. 
Thy Caſe, ſays Zove, is hard, I find, 
But I will ſtrive to pleaſe ye; 
Tve yet alittle Mould behind, 
Will make the matter caſy. 
7. 


Then having ſcrap'd up all the Mould , 


That ſcattered lay there, Sir, 


| (Like Diapalma Plaiſter rowl'd) 


He fix d it, you know where, Sir. 
4 


So now, thou art as good, ſays Jouve, 


As any, (tho the ſmalleſt 3) 
The Females too, as well thou'lt move, 
As any of the tal leſt. 

| bY 


In this, tis plain, ove rightly gueſt ; 


For Cer ſince the Creation, 
Women like little Men the beſt, 
In Acts of Gengration. | 
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Buch. Epigramma. 
Ad NE RAM. 


I Valiter ad ſolem foliis morientibus arent 
0 Candida virginea lilia ſecta manu: 
Paulatim lento ſic maceror igne, Nezra, 

Ut primum radii me tetigere tui. 

t mihi dum roſeis tractim, das oſcula labris, 

Sentit & attactus debilis umbra tuos. 

ens redit & vigor igneſcit, velut herba reſurgit, 

Cum levis arentem recreat imber humum. 
rgo quando oculis pereuntem me oſcula ſanant, 

Et mea in arbitrio vit aque mor ſque tuo eſt : 
Perde, neca, ut viſum eſt; ſed dum pereo, oſcula 

junge, 

Szpe ut ſic vivam, fic volo ſæpe mori. 


ch. To 
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-7 NE RA. 


S Virgin Lillies pluck d from off their Sterns, 


Wither, and die beneath Sol's radiant Beams; 


So when thy Eyes, my Love! firſt warm'd my Heart, 
I felt a waſting Fire ſeize ery Part, 


m—_— 


My Strength return'd, een as deſcending Showers 


Call from the parch'd Earth the beauteous Flower, 


[ Since your Eyes kill, and ſince your Kiſſes cure, 
i My Life and Death you equally inſure. 
14 Deſtroy me, kill me; be it as you will, 

If, as T die, I may your Kiſles feel: 

From ſuch a Fate, I'd never ask to fly, 

Thus oft to live, as often I would die. 
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In Imitation of the eighth O DE of tbe 
Eleventh Book of Hora. 
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5 
att, | 1:26 * 
Rithee, dear Fack, forego the Chace; 
Believe me, ſhe's too young; * 
ne) Too young, to bear the fierce Embrace, 9 
1 Or Preſs of Arms ſo ſtrong. Y 
| 2 1 [ 
ers, | 


Too young by far, is little Miſs 


To be or kind, or coy; 
Unable yet to taſte the Bliſs, 
Or bear the ruſhing Joy. 
K-42 
Can the green Grape thy Taſte delight, 


When Autumn will produce 


Ripe, tender, purple Fruit to ſight, 


Sweet, pouting, full of Juice ? 


Ke: 4. 


—— — — — — 
Z — _ — 
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4. 


Bchold thy Dulcy's full-blown Charms; 


She all thy Strength requires, 
Joyful ſhe'll take thee to her Arms, 
To quench her ſtronger Fires. 
| 11.10"! 0032 
Shall all the Arts that Fair-One tries, 
And every Air be vain ? 
Still ſhall her wanton gloting Eyes 
Demand, yet want a Man? 
6. 
Faith, Zacky, tis a monſtrous Shame, 
That ſhe ſhou'd wiſhing, lie, 
To have ſufficient of that ſame, 
'Whilt you ſtand idly by. 


7. 5 
W hy do'ſt thou cry, Alack — alack } 
Even try what thou can do; 
And if ſhe han't enough of Fack, 

Tons at her Service too. 
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NecessITY the Mother of Invention. 


ONG DxvrveN's Muſe conceal'd her native 
L Flame, | | 
Unknown his Genius, and unheard his Name ; 

In Scenes of Plenty loſt, reclin'd at eaſe, 

His only Aim was juſt, at beſt, to pleaſe. 

But when conſtrain'd by Want, the Poet wrote; 
Strong was each Line, and bold was c ery Thought; 
Sublime he ſoar d to ſing the Mantuan Swain, 


And Trojan Hero, in no common Strain, 


From pinching Want, ſuch matchleſs Numbers 


{prung, 5 be; 
That edg'd his Genius, that improv'd his Tongue: 
From thence proceeded cach heroic Thought z 


And had not DRYDEN far vd, he had not wrote. 
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A Sing on TO FT S the Rabbit-Ioman, 


To the Tune of, Chevy Chace. 
* 
OST true it is, I dare to ſay, 
That ſince the Days of Eve, 
The weakeſt Woman ſometimes may 
The wſe/t Man deceive. 
Old DAv'NANT circumſpect, ſedate, | 
A Machia vel by Trade, 
Arriv'd Exprels, with News of State, 
And thus at Court he ſaid: 
3 
At Godalmin, hard by the Bull, 
A Woman long thought barren, 
Bears Rabbits, gad, ſoplentiful, 
You'd take her for a Warren, 
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4. 


Theſe Eyes, ſays he, beheld hem clear; 


What! do you doubt my View? | 
Behold this Narrative I've here: 
Why, Z—ds and Bl—d, tis true! 
| 85 5 
Some ſaid, that DoucLass ſent ſhould be; 
Some talk'd of WaLker's Merit; 


But moſt held in this Midwifry, 
No Doctor like a Ferrit. 
5. 
But MOLYNEUX, who heard 105 told, 
Right wary he, and wiſe, 
Cry'd, ſagely, Tis not ſafe, I hold, 
To truſt to DAVNANT'S Eyes. 
7. 
A Vow to God he then did make, 
He would himſelf go down 
Sr. ANDRE too, the Scale to taxe 
Of this Phenomenon. 


8 
* 
* 
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| $. 
He order'd then his Coach and four ; 
The Coach was quickly got em, 
Reſoly'd this Secret to explore, 
And ſearch it to the bottom. 
5 8 
At Godalmin they ſoon arrive, 
For haſte they made exceeding; 
As Courtiers ſhould, whene'er they ſtrive 
To be inform'd of Breeding. 
| | IO., 
The Good-Wife to the Surgeon went, 
And ſaid to him, Good Neighbour, 
It's pity that #wo Squires ſo Gent, 
Should come and loſe their labour. 
Eh 
The Surgeon with a Rabbit came, 
And firſt in Pieces cut it; 
Then ſlyly thruſt it up that ſame, 
As far as Man could put it. 


It 


Is 


ls 


ays 
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12. 
Says MOLYNEUs, firſt, let us try, 
Now that her Legs are wad ; 
If we can any thing deſcry, | 
By help of Teleſcope, 
13. 
The Inſtrument himſelf did make, 
He rais'd and levell'd right : 
But all about was ſo opake, 
It could not aid his Sight. 
14. 0 
On Tiptoe then the Suire he ſtood; | 
But firſt he gave her Money, N 
Then reach d as high as e er he could, 
And cry'd, I feel a Coney. 
| 15. 
Is it alive? Sr. ANDRE cry 1 
It is, I feel it ſtir. 
Is it full grown? the Squire reply d.] 
It is; ſee here the Furr! 
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I 6, 
And now f Legs ST. ANDRE got, 
And then came t]? e Legs more; 
Now fell the Head to MOLLY's Lot, 
And ſo the Work was Oer. 
17. 


The Woman thus being broũght to Bed, | 


Said, to reward your Pains, | 
Sr. ANDRE ſhall diſſe the . 
And yon ſhall have the Brains. 
5 18. 
He wrapt it in a Linnen Rag, 
Then thank d Her for her Lada! ; 
And cramm d it in the Velvet Bag, 
Which ſerves his R H 
I 9. 
Oh! happy, it would be, I ween, _ 
Could they theſe Rabbits ſmother; 
MoLLy had ne er a Midwife. been, 
Nor ſhe a ſhameful Mother, 


He 


( 20g ) 
20. 
Why has the Proverb falſly ſaid, 
Better io Heads than one; 
Could Mor Lx hide this Rabbits Head, 
Then he might ſhow his ow. 


ww 
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* An EPITAPH, 
On the Death of a ſtingy old Fellow. 
F WHESE verdant Tufts Avarus Aſhes hide, 


Who liud we only know, becauſe he 4% d. 
What if they re- unite, and form a Whole: 


He fears no Judgment — for he had no Soul. 


| Ff O08 
20, 
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* On His Highneſs the Prince of Oxaxcz, 
Ar E PIG RA M. 


By Mr. H. L. 


O WIILIAu's Sword, ſubmiſſive Nations 
T | bow d, 
(he awful Monarch of a vanquiſh'd Croud!) 
But Great NassAau may boaſt ſuperior Parts. 


That conquer d Nations, but This conquers Hearts. 


bs A 


*Oz SALIND A's Birth-Day, being the 
Firft of January. | 
E E, where the fair SALINDA, fleeping, bes 
8 Undrawn, as yet, the Curtains of her Eyes: 
See, how young Cupid wantons o'er her Face, 
And ſhoots a killing Dart from every Grace. 
Wake her, ſome Angel, from her downy Reſt, 
In ſofteſt V. hiſpers murmur o'er her Breaſt; 


Steal 
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Steal her ſweet Voice, to tune the melting Song, 

And gently breathe th/ambroſial Airs along ; 

In Sounds, like her's, the Notes of Heaven convey, 

And court her powerful Smiles to gladden Day. 

Say, 'tis thy Birth-day ; Soul of Sweetneſs ! wake, 

Through the wiſh'd Morning, let thy Beauties break: 

The Sun's already up ; but wanting thee, 

The Sun itſelf a joyleſs Light will be: 

The Gloom of Midnight, with thy Preſence bleſt, 

Excceds the Morn, in Phebus Glorics dreſt: 

What without Him the wintry World would prove, 

Such is the Wretch unbleſt by Thee and Love. 
Think,nother Birth, from Chancederiv'd its Date, 

The leading Day deſerv'd the brighteſt Fate. 

God, at the Birth of Time, confirm'd its Right, 

And, for his firſt Day's Work, created Lichr. 

Her Form, how ſoft ! how tender! and how fair! 

But what a cruel Heart inhabits there 

Her Eyes, like two malignant Stars, appear, 


And ſhine as fatal, while they ſhine as clear: 
Ff 2 Her 
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Her Breaft does well the rigid Month diſeloſe, 
Oh! would the Seaſons, through her Paſſions lter 


Would Winter's chilling Blaſts but once retire, 


But T1M avers, that ne er ſhall be; 


(Jara) 


Cold as its Froſts, and whiter than its Snows. 
The ſame fix d Courſe, they follow through the Year, 


Spring would fucceed, and genial Warmth inſpite: 
Soft Hlooming Hopes, and budding Joys would blou, 


And Summer, next, with Heat of Love would glow. 


a - * * — 1 —_—. 
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Mart. Lib. 9, EPI 6. 6. 


Ubere vis Priſco, non miror, Paula, ſapiſti; 


Ducere te non vult Priſcus, & ille ſapit. 


. . F * 


Imitated. 
KATE plays the arch and cunning Jade; 
For TI the Barber, fain ſhe'd wed, 


Sq he's as cunning full as ſhe, 
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To a LADY, on her preſenting me wit. 
1,4. PICTURE 


'F" Picture ſhews the niceſt Strokes of Art; 
The Painter had his Pencil at command: 


But ſtill thou'rt fairer painted in my Heart, 


Done by another, and a better Hand. 


A: EPIGRAM. 


Year's not paſt, ſince hoary Ned 


A 


Who the firſt Month was brought- to- bed, 
And twice ſince has miſcarry d. 


To Chloe the Fair was marry'd, 


How hapleſs then the Marriage-ſtate ! 
How ſubje& to Lampoon ! 

By Husbands marrying much too late, 
Wives coming much 700 ſoon. 


_—_—  — 8 Cad. 
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De VISION. 


Ifolv'd in Sleep, near a complaining Stream, 
My Fancy ſtrove with this important Dream: 


Methought I, with Reluctance, was conveyd 
Thro' Vaults opake, whoſe winding Caverns lead 
To Death's ſad Court — The brazen Gates 1 paſt, 


When lo! again, the brazen Gates were faſt : 


With fearful Eyes, I took a dread Survey; 


Here dead Mens Bones, in Piles around me, lay; n 

Skulls of great Kings, with Slaves, together laid, 

Without Diſtinction, there a Pavement made; 

Here Phæbus ne' er was known to dart his Ray, 

But glimnr ring Lamps gleam d forth a diſmal Day; 

By which faint Light, I view'd the Cells around, 

And in each Hollow ſtartling Objects found. 

In a long Row ſtood Glaſſes fill'd with Sand, 

And ev'ry Glaſs ſome Mortal's Lot contain d; 

His or her Name in bloody Letters ſpelld, 

And Years aſlign'd them, I, amaz d, beheld; | 
Grim 


— 
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Grim Fate ſtood by, to watch the falling Grain, 

And cut the lender Thread of Life in twain ; 

Then down the Tablet drops t a Stream below, 

Which ſcem'd from the Lethean Lake toflow 3 

And ſudden vaniſhing away from Sight, 

Is loſt in the Abyſs of endleſs Night. 
Whilſt thus, amaz d, I view'd this Scene of Dread- 

Upon a Tablet my own Name I read; 2 

Pur oh! what agonizing Tortures rent 

My Breaſt, to-ſee the dropping Sand near ſpent. | 
The dreadful Scene begins — (forgive me Fate 

While I thy awful Myſteries relate) / 


Strait was I ſummon'd to receive my Doom, 


For Death, with horrid Grin, approach'd'the Room, 
Array'd tremendous in a fable Robe, 7 

A Dart his Scepter, and a Skull his Globe. 

He ſat——th' Attendants on his Perſon ſtood 
All arm'd for Slaughter, all diſtain'd with Blood. 
Diſeaſes next were plac'd, (a numerous Train) 


| Producing each a Bed - Roll of the Slain. 
No 


(6276) 
No ſootier were my ſcatter d Thoughts reſtor'd, 


Than Heaven's Aſſiſtance I with Pray'rs implor'd; W* 
But thus, with hollow Voice, the Tyrant ſpoke : 


ce Fond Youth, in vain Heaven's Suecour you 


invoke; ' & 
ec Stand to the Bar — Heat thy Indictment read; 60 
For cer thou dy ſt, thou art allowed to plead; £ 
“ Thy Charge is deep — but for thyſelf reply. 0 
« Oh! I am guilty, and deſerve to dies tc 


* 


« My Life in Vanity's Purſuit I ſpent, | 
« Too oft tranſgreſs'd, too rarely did repent : . 


&© Some Vices (Heav'n aſſiſting) I ſuppreſt, Cc 


“ And laſting War proclaim'd with all the reſts A 

But often from th uncqual Combat fled, W 
« By Paſſions overcome, and Captive led: _ 0 
© But are this Court's Proceedings ſo ſevere, Di, 


% That Youth can challenge no Indulgence here?” Ih 
<« Mortal, thy Doom already is decreed, 
« (The Fudge reply d) and Sentence muſt proceed; 


This 
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0 This Court's Records with Inſtances abound 
Of younger Brows than thine; with Lautels 


crown d. & 
= Approach, ye Miniſters of Fate, and beat 
« Th' Offended hence to Regions of Deſpair 3 


In liquid Flames of Sulphur let him roll, 
« Whilſt neyer-dying Anguiſh racks his Soul: 
e There let him howl Eternity away, 
% And with the Damn'd, deſpair, and curſe, and 
pray.” | | 
Confuſion now my tortur'd Boſom fill d, 
Cold Sweats adown my lifelefs Joints diſtill'd; © 
A Guard of Demons at the Tyrant's Call; 
With hideous Vellings, ruſh'd into the Hall: 
When 10! in this Diſtreſs, a Heav'nly Ray | 
Did all around its chearful Light difplay 
The Lamps grew pale, and ſhrunk into their Cafe; 
The frighted Demons yaniſh'd from the Place; 
The haughty Tyrant too confus'd appear'd. 
| Amongſt the Bones a rattling Noiſe I heard, 
| Gg As 
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As ſammon'd to their univerſal Dooms, 
-They joſtld with each other in their Tombs. 
Not daring yet to hope Relief, I ſpy d 
My Guardian Angel ſmiling by my Side; 
A ſilent Joy through all my Vitals run, 
Whilſt thus in charming Accents he began: 
© Rejoice, my Charge — from Heaven's higt 
Court I come 
„With gracious Orders, to revoke thy Doom ; 
© Thy Sun is ſet, thy Life's Glaſs almoſt run, 
“% Thy Virtue's Courſe imperfectly's begun: 
“But Heav'n (benevolent to human Race) 
* Has licens'd me, or to prolong thy Space, 
« Or on my Wing thy happier Soul convey 
To bliſsful Manſions of ethereal Day.” 
To Heav'n and him my fervent Thanks I pay, 


A 


c 


And thither, begg'd, with ſpeed to be convey d. 
„But, firſt, admit the Fate of all Mankind, 
4 (Said he) and leave that Load of Earth behind. 


Pris neu 
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pris ners abſolv'd, leſs gladly quit their Chain, 
Than I that Fleſh that did my Soul detain; 

But when denuded, ſhe herſelf ſurvey d, n 
Leprous and foul by Sin's Contagion made, 

She bluſh'd, and ſought to cover her Diſgrace, 
Retreating back into her feſhly Caſe; 
But that her Guardian Angel ſoon withſtood, 
And waſh'd her clean with Hyſop dipt in Blood. 


When lo! as I the wondrous Cauſe inquir'd 
Of this Ablution, ſtraight I grew inſpit'd, 
And, wrap'd in Heav'nly Raptures, ſaw no more 
Thoſe Blemiſhes that ſtain'd my Soul before; 
Thoughts of Ne World had ſo my Mind engroſs d, 
That all Remembrance of the Old was loſt; 
That Body too, which once I fondly thought 
Could never from my Memory be wrought, 
Now lay deſpis'd, neglected, by my fide, 
Whilſt thus in Wonder and Amaze I cry'd; 
„ Bleſs me! what ghaſtly filthy Thing lies there, 
* Is that the Body which I lav'd fo dear! 

Gg 2 « Is 
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'* Is this the Thing I took ſuch Care t' improve cc 


5 Taught it to cringe, and in juſt Meaſures move; 
The Thing that lately did in Buſineſs ſweat, 
That talk'd ſo much of being rich and great : 
* Lo now behold it rotten on the Hoo: 
A Prey to Worms it trod upon before; 
What courteous Female now wou'd deign to 
grace, 
Or curl thoſe Locks, or kiſs that ghaſtly Face ! 
fe Why is the Corpſe ſo long detain'd from Ground! 


* 
A 


* 'Tis Time! tis Time, thoſe Hands and Feet were I y 
bound; 

*5 Cloſe the dull Eyes, ſagpont the fallen Chin, 
. With graſſy Turf ſuppreſs the ſwelling Skin; 
* In winding Sheets th' offenſive Carcaſs ſhroud, 


And deep in Earth the uſeleſs Lumber croud.” 


Inſulting thus, I ſpoke, and more had faid, 
But was by my aſſiſtant Angel ſtay d: 
e My Charge, (aid he) theſe gloomy Regions paſt, 
tt Days dawn upon you, Days that ever laſt! | 
uo | * Where 
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Where on the Borders of the happy Land, 


* To hail thee welcome, Saints and Angels ſtand.” 
He ſaid, and ſtrait his Silver Wand upheav'd ; 

The Iron Walls obeyꝰd the Stroke, and cleay'd : 

Such was the Stroke Egyptian Moſes gave, 

When 1/7aet walk'd thro the obedient Wave; 

The Waters there congeal'd, and roſe in Walls, 

The Building here like breaking Water falls. 

The parting Stones had juſt brought Heaven in 

view, 


When ( fatal Chance!) my Heavenly Dream 


withdrew. 


* 
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. Manners * the M AM. 


An EyrisTLE to the Honourable JOHN 
BARBER Eſq; late Lox p-MayoR of the 
City of LONDON. 


. Faman extendere factis, 
Hoc Virtutis opus — — Virg. 


H O can refrain, in theſe fantaſtick Time, 


* 


When Panegyrick ſtrives to varniſh Crimes, 


When penſion'd Scribes, in Water-colours, paint 
The Devil, in the likeneſs of a Saint; 
Which waſh away, in the firſt falling Rain, 


And leave him in his native Form again: | 


When Force of Argument does weckly try, 
To give our Reaſon and our Senſe the Lye. 
Shall all, but Virtue, in theſe baſer Days, 
Enjoy our Riches, and ſecure our Praiſe ? 
No. For unnerv'd, as is my grov'ling Muſe, 
Virtue's the only Patron ſhe will chuſe. 


Ving 
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Virtue, who angry with the World below, 

Swift took her flight; to Heaven, an Age ago: 

She took her flight, but kindly, ſince ſhe fled, | 
Sent BARBER, as Vicegerent, in her ſtead. 
BARBER, Great LonpoN's wealthy City's Pride, 
Guard of her Safety, and her Council's Guide! 
Secure in him, her worthy Merchants bear 


Court-Frowns, regarding them, like what they ate: 
Baffle Attempts, by vis Projectors, alas 
To change the CONSTITUTION of her TRADE. 
Forgive a Mule, intruding and unknown, 
Who on your Fame attempts to build her own; 


Forgive her wanton Sallies, if you find 
Her Art outſtript, by her ambitious Mind : 
On feeble Wings, indeed, ſhe tries to fly, 

And they may fall too low, who ſoar to high; 
But Fate, obſequious to your Will, may charm 
Her willing Flight ; and ſhelter her from harm. 


Freely, I own, there is no Honour due 


To him, whoſe Praiſes are beſtow'd on you; 
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For ev'ry Man, by common Juſtice, knows 


His Duty is, to render what he owes: 
To friendly Neighbours, Honeſty and Truth; 
Reſpect to Age, and Good Advice to Youth 
To Cæſar Tribute, which he juſtly lays, 
To Heav'n; Pray'r, and wortliy BARBER, Praiſe; 
An ample Fottune waits a gen'rous Heart, 
By Induſtry amaſs d, and hotteſt Art; 
Not got by Wrongs, which other Men dare; 


Not hoarded up, ſecluded from the Poor: 
No, for your Gold, is like your Soul, deſignd 
To heal the preſſing Wants of all Mankind, 


You want no Titles, Miniſters beſtow, 


Wrapt up with Ribbons, to adorn a Beau : 
Let thoſe who do, their empty Honours ſcan, 
They l find, that you excel, — inHoxtsr MAN; 
They''ll find, if Shamevhicir Follygan reptove, 
A Fav'rite's Smiles, below a Patriot's Love. 
Men, of ſmall Souls, who think directly wrong, 
Make Fame and Virtue to high Birth belong; 
' Give 


1 
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Give honorary Titles ev'ry Grace, 

And value Men, according to their Place; 

Tell the projecting Knave, he's good and great, 
As Virtue was entail'd with his Pane ; 

Works of great Ages paſt, with Zeal; record, 
And borrow from the Grave, to deck my Lord 4 
Give him the blended Coat, was juſtly wore 

By Merit, a long Century before; | 

Plume him with all the Titles of the Age, 

And dreſs him, like Fack Pudding, on the Stage, 
While Men of Senſe obſerve, in ridicule; 


The Coat was never madeto fit the Fool : 
Go where he will, theſe always hover near, 


Smile in his Face, and whiſper in his Ear; 
Come at his Beck, and tremble at his Frown, 
Call his Forefathers Virtues, all his own 3 
Mention the vaſt Diſcretion of his Sire, 
His Mother's Beauty, piercing Wit and Fire: 
The Valour of my Lord, who, all Men know, 
Duelld about —a thouſand Years ago: 
| - = The 


Then for his ſake, who bravely underwent 


The 7eus Reproach, and ſhameful Puniſhment; 


The Pdliticks of one whojall along, Y 
Gave the Court Votes—becauſe——he knew them A 
24” wrong: | C 
To him theſe many Charms deſcended are, 1 
The Fool muſt have them all, becauſe the Heir, 
But ſtill, to triumph more o'er vulgar Hearts, M 
He adds to theſe — his own engaging Parts; 1 
While my good Lord, who places all his Care K 
In Pride, in Fiddle-faddle, and the Fair; | 
Likes the falſe Mirrour, in the flatt'ring Glaſs, ; N 
Fond tc be thought—Right Honourable — Af, * 
Chriſtians, who view Mankind in ſuch a Light, A 
(As Trav'llers follow Vapours in the Night; | 1 
Blindly miſtake the plain, the beaten Way, AM 
Br 


And lead themſelves inſenſibly aſtray) | 
Neglect that Path, their wiſer Fathers trod, 


Belye the Faith they practiſe, or their God. 


WI 


1h 
Who came to heal the Sick, and light the Blind, 
And ſuffer d in Compaſſion to Mankind; 
Confe ſs that humble Birth and Virtue, claim 
The prior Title in the Liſt of Fame. | 

Men, who are born to be a Nation's Good, 
May take their outward Form from Fleſh and Blood; 
But the pure Zeal, with which their Souls are fir'd, 
Is by ſome high, ſore unknown Pow'r inſpir'd. 
Mean Birth, in vulgar Eyes, may Virtue ſhroud, 
While Senſe beholds her Luſtre thro' the Cloud; 
Views eagerly, beneath the outward Skin, 
A Mine of Gold, a godlike Soul within; 
Sces the great Heart, as beating thro' the Mounds, 
Attentive only, where it's Honour ſounds ; 
Brave to be good, and breaking from it's hold, 
To touch the Stone, and prove it pureſt Gold. 
While he, with whom a thouſand Titles go, 
Like Penchbeck Metal, may be meerly ſhow 3 
Soon as Fame calls, appears the groſs Deccit, 
For the true Touchſtone, Honour, ſhows the Cheat. 
Hh 2 Heav'n 
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Heav'n fays, the Man, who humbly bears his State, ] 


Shall riſe to greater and to better Fate; 
While the proud Noble ſhall reſign his Place, 
And barter Reputation for Diſgrace. | 
Shall then the tardy Souls, who only boaſt | 
Of what their Fathers won, and they have loſt, - 


Still wear a Title, to adorn their Name, 
Like a bad Picture in a gilded Frame ? 5 


Shall they command the guilty World's Reſpet, 


While plain untitled Virtue's in negle& ? 
No ; for the gen'rous World their Voices raiſe, 
In Acclamations loud, to BAR B E R's Praiſe. 


Let thoſe, who're daub'd with Honours for a Day, 


w hich, the firſt Frown, a Court can ſweep away, 


(While the loud Sounds of Joy approach the Skies) 
$hew their raſh Hate, as burſting from their Eyes, 
Betray what Paſſions, ſordid Souls can move, 
And gaze with Hate, FA others gaze with Love; 
Vext at that Virtue, which he ne'cr can wrong, 


And Honour built upon a Rock ſo ſtrong, 


Hoy 
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How will your glorious Name recorded ſtand, 
High in eſteem, and honour d in the Land! 
(While cach warm Breaſt with fruitleſs Zeal would 
| burn, | 
And wiſh your happy Year could once return) 
It ſome raſh Man, in After- Days, ſhould riſe, 
To rule the City, fwd to tyrannize; | 
Such as nc er yet her peaceful Sword could ſway, 
And ſuch as, Heaven grant there never may; 
Such as the preſent worthy * Court declare, 
The caſy People have no cauſe to fear. 

A Man of an ungovernable Will, 
Scon ſtirr'd to Wrath, and prone to ev'ry III; 
Proud he's diſtinguiſh'd from the vulgar Croud, 
Yet ſeem, as if aſham'd of doing Good. | 
By ſome ſly Foc, in Friendſhip's Mask, advis d, 
to be deſpis'd ? 
Fill his high Place, with too ſublime a Port, 


Uncommon Trouble take 


Yet humbly ſneak for ſomething—to the Court : 
Diſtuzh 


Court of Aldermen. 


R 

Diſturb the Croud, to get ſome better Job 3 
And make a Riot to commit the Mob. : 1 
Reſoly'd, inſtead of Love, to raiſe their Fear, 


And prove a petty Tyrant, for a Year : 


Would not, when time was to that Period run, 
His Reign conclude —in Snuff— as it begun: 
So ſome bad braſen Actor will appear, 
Before a crouded, judging Theatre: 
His power gone, his Voice to tatters rent, 
He apes but ill, what he ſhould repreſent ; 
The Mimick flounders through it, hit or miſs, 
And boldly makes his Exit, in an Hil. | 
How wide the Aim, your gen'rous Love purſu'd, 
To ſave the over-zcalous Multitude! 
Some from the Law, their own wrong Meanings 
drew, 5 ü 2 
And wreſted them to ſerve, I know not who: 


Men, to miſlead, did Arguments advance, 
That Wretches might be hang'd, on Circumſtance, 
| 1. 
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But you, like Juſtice, kindly interpos d, 
| Gave good Advice, and the Debate was clogs! | 
While the Rebuk'd, who knew his Tenct wrong, 
Hung down his Head, and bluſt'd, and held his 


Tongue: | 4 


Twelve honeſt Men, in one according Voice, A 

Return'd their Thanks, and bid the World rejoice. I 
Lis nota Pride, that holds the World in ſcores 

'Tis not the Wealth, to which a Fool is born ; | 


Tis not the Vein, thro? which our Blood has ran 5 
Tis not the Purſe; But Manners make the MAN. 


5 1 _ —_—_—_— * — — ww ll. — * ** 


A | Druryan PA STO RAL. 


F. rewel, ye Dames of Surry's fertile Plains; 
To Druryan Nymphs, I dedicate my Strains. 


Nymphs, form'd for Love, and Gim's alluring Stream; 
Hail, Needham ! let thy Duſt inſpire my Themes 
Aidall, ye Siſters, the Tyburnian Layss | 
And Love, almighty Love, ſhall win the Bays. 
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Juſtas the Seſſi ons clos'd (whoſe dreadfil State 

Ordain'd the Tripod, for the Felons Fate) 

The happy Wretches, whoſe more bounteous Stars 

*Abſolv'd, hail Joy, and baniſh'd all their Cares: 

While brave Mackhearh, whoſe bold adycnt'rous 
Hatid, 

So oft, on. — made the Tray'llet ſtand; 

Doom d from the Gallows pendulous to ſwing, 

And mount to Heav n, triumphant in a String. 

Stretch 'd in his Cell, with Veins full flowing, lay 

Penſive, as Gameſters, when they loſe at Play. 


While in this State, and melancholly Gloom, 


Fair Lucy, lo! approach'd the Hero's Room, 
Beheld the diſmal ſtately Scene of Woe, 
And ſhrunk with Horror, wou'd—But cou'd not 90. 


At length the Heroine ſummon' d all her Pre | 
And ſpoke with Fury of Theatric Queen. 

3 Lucx. 
Miss Polly has thy Heart, I am forgot; 


Lucy 's undone; the Fleet has 0 d the Knot. 
| From 
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From me you rove, to her devote Joys; 
Ah, me! I'm ſerv d, as Children ſerve their Toys: 
At preſent, fondling, as thy Int reſts guides; 
But when thou rt freed, alas ! thy Love ſubſides. 
I own, Miſs Polly, fair, moſt wond'rous fair, 
And fragrant, as to Cits the Country Air; 
As Toys to tawdry Sue or Drams to Jane; 
Or Country Squire to Nymph of Drury-Lane. 
Tho' falſe, Mackheath, you ſlight my eaſy Love; 
There's Jemmy Twitcher would my Flame app rove, 
Sues Night and Day, but ſues in vain to me: 
His Love I ſlight, as mine's deſpis'd by thee. 

M ACKHEATH. | 
You deal unjuſtly, whilſt you doubt my Flame, 
And all thy jealous Fears let Falſhood claim : 
But, if I'm falſe, never may I get free; 


And as I'm doom'd, be noosd at Tyburn Tree. 
Ne'er may I hope another Prize to gain; 
But, oh ! be taken, whilſt I throw a Main, 

TIS = Sh The 


"mM 


(234) 


The next bright Golden Watch, 1 ſeize, i is thine; 
As Frankincenſe, Ill bear it to thy Shrine. | 


4 Not ſhatter d Limbs, to Surgeons, yield more Joy, 
Or unfledg'd Magpyes to the truant Boy: 
Not Lovers to an aged Lady's Face; 
Or blooming Virgin to a Rake's Embrace: 
Not a fat Miſer, to the Padway Youth 
Or State Embroils, to Stateſmen, void of Truth ; 
Can half thoſe Pleaſures to their Souls impart, 


, e r 


C 
As Lucy can to my ſtill conſtant Heart ; I 
Then think, relent, and cafe my love- ſick Mind: H 
In Peace I die, if Lucy will be kind. | H 
1 14 

But ſay: Is not Miſs Polly wed to thee ? A 
How can ſt thou then be true to her and me? Be 
M ACKHEATH, 82 
No, Lucy, no; I ne er lovd none but you, It; 
You'll ſay, I promis d Marriage why it's true. N. 


But Promiſes are held among the Wiſe, 
As brittle as the Cruſt of Chri/tmas-Pyes. C 
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And to convince thee, Lucy, Im ſincerez 
Go fetch Dick Tackem, and I'll wed thee here. 
Think not, my Love, I mean to wrong thee——no; 
For what will it avail, to-morrow ends my Woe. 
Since I'm coridemn'd, no way to ſcape the Nooſe, 
Yet, Lucy, thee; alone, I fear to loſe. Ed 
Luer. 
Oh ! ceaſe that Sound, nor pierce my bleeding Heart, 
Thou ſhannot die, I'll wed thee in the Cart. 
Here lean thy tortur'd Limbs, depreſt with Chains ; 
Here lull thy Cares ; here caſe thee of thy Pains. 
Aﬀord thy Lucy but one amorous Kiſs, 
And I will well repay thee for the Bliſs. 
Be conſtant, and in me thou'lt find Relief: | 
Say, ar't thou true, Mackheath—then ceaſe thy Grief. 
It's Due to Lucy yields the Triple Tree 
Nor will Jack Ketch repine to loſe his Fee. 
© MackneATH. 
Can] be falſe, or cer forget ſuch Grace ? 
O no, my Fair, I'm true as this Embrace ! 
iz Oo: 
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To me more pleaſing Lucy is, when kind, 
Than to ſtout Sailors fav'ring Gales of Wind: 
Not guilty, brazen Moll, condemn'd to ſwing, 


When pregnant found, more joys to ſcape the String; 


Ladies and Lords admire Cu zonis Note; 


And gaping Crouds the Ballad-Singer's Throat. | 
But when at Sad/er's-Wells with thee, my Dear, 
To ſee thee pleas d, how bleſt Mackheath is there! 


Lucy. 


Here, take this File, unlooſe thy ſore gaul'd Hands, 
And here's the Maſter-key the Goal commands. 


MACKHEATH. 


Jo Debtors, not more conſtant Gueſts are Duns ; 


Or to your Cambridge Wits, old worn-out Puns, 
Than what III be to thee——Now farewell Vice, 
Farewell, ye Druryan N ymphs, farewell ye Dice; 
Lucy is mine. Hail Heay'n! my virtuous Days, 
Since ſhe converted me, be her's the Praiſe. | 

He 


le 


„4% 
He broke his Fetters in the dead of Night, 
And e er the Morn, the Lovers took their flight. 
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, E L E GV on the FL EA of Taſte. 


0 daring Inſect, did Ambition”s Fire, 
Or Beauty's Charms, thy little Breaſt inſpire ? 


Was it or Pride, or Elegance of Taſte, . 
Which tempted thee to ſuch a coſtly Feaſt ; : 
Where Life's the Price for each intruding Gueſt ? 
That thou of Danger fearleſs durſt invade 
The awful Hand of that angelick Maid, 
And facrilegiouſly preſume to touch, 
What boldeſt Mortals tremble to apptoach. 
Can abject Boſoms glow with Thoughts like theſe, 
And dwell ſuch daring Souls in little Fleas? 

By this Exploit, immortaliz d thy Name, 
Shall ſtand the foremoſt in the Liſt of Fame: 
Not Cen thoſe Flies, which Roman Annals tell, 
Beneath DoM1TIAN's golden Bodkin fell, 


Tho' 
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Tho' from the World's proud Lord they met their 


+ Promiſcuous with the nobleſt Blood of Rome ; 


In the Records of Fame ſo glorious ſhine ; 
Or boaſt a Death, ſo nobly great as thine. 


Whoto CORDELIA'S beautcous Hand aſpir d, 


And on her Nail triumphantly expir d. | 
Oh! would ſome favouring God vouchſafe t in- 


ſpire = | 
My lab'ring Breaſt with Maro'sSacred Fire; 


Then I thy Fate might worthy thee rehearſe, 


And ſing the daring Act in equal Verſe: 
That future Ages ſhould, with Wonder, ſee, 
The ManTUAN Gnat outtival'd by a Flea. 


10 * N 
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? WAS when the dead and ſilent Night 
13 To peaceful Slumber did invite, 8 
Phælus was gone to take a Nap - E 
In his beloved Thetis Las: 
And I my downy Pillow preſs d.. 
No aking Cares diſturbd my Reſt : 
When ftraight this viſionary Scene 
Did my free Fancy entertain. „ el IA.) 
Two Goddeſſes (for ſuch they ſeem d. „inn; 
And ſuch they were, or elſe I dream d) 1 
Came to my Bed in bright Array 
And made the Night outſhine the Day xp. | 
Pallas I knew in Armour dreſs d; . 10 bn = 
The Queen of Love I only gueſs dl); 
My erring Mind (by Form deceivd) | $ 
The Blue-Ey'd Goddeſs ſoon relieved ; 
And ſweetly ſmiling as 1 lay, 
In Whiſpers ſaid, or ſcem'd to ſay: 


e 


4 


ec Happieſt of Mortals, lovd of Fove, 

% And all th Inhabitants above, 

“Receive this Nymph into thy Care; 

© Whom Venus, as herſelf, made fair 

_ « Bleſsd with all outward Grace, that Art 
Could form to captivate the Heart: 
e Thine be the Task, her Mind to ſet, 

« And Venus Maſter-piece compleat.” 


8 
A 
« 
C 
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I took my Charge with Joy extream, 

(All this was only in a Dream) 

Straight to my Study led the Fair, 

To ſee what I could ſhew her there ; 
Produc'd her Books that ne'er ſhould fail her, 
Clarke, Sherlock, Tillotſon, and Taylor; 
And pointed out the uſeful Places, 

With am rous Leers, and wry Grimaces. 
But when my Queries I had ſtated, 

And for my Pupil's Anſwer waited, . 
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With Looks that might an Hermit move, 
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Her conſtant, fix d Reply was —— love. 


She'd 
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SY 
She'd 1 of Torriſmond relate, 
And dwell on Leonora's fate: 

With many a fond eluded Maid, 


To numerous IIIs by Love berray d. 


Tho' oft, when young, ſuch Tales Id read, 
They never ſuch Impreſſion made : * | 
'Twas pitiful, methought, if trac,” 

beg d, ſhe would the Theme purſue. 

She tells it o'er and o'er, in vain; 

For ſtill I beg'd to hear't again : 

Wiſh'd, whilſt on her I could depend, 

The Tragick Story nc'er might end. 

The Sequel mark, and ſhun my Fate, 

Fly from her Charms, cer tis too late. 
Upon her Voice ſuch Muſick hung, 

Such welcome Miſchief grac'd her Tongue, | 
Philoſophy was turn'd to Jeſt ; 

And what ſhe faid, ſeem'd wiſeſt, beſt; 
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Of uſeful Learning all the Store, 


Which I ſo oft perus d before, 


- 


Vaniſh'd in one ſad fatal Hour. 5 
Play ang Romance, ſupply's d the Place, 
Of outward Sign, and inward Glace, 
Pallas Command er, ſee; ; 


The Pupil, I; the Tutor, the. 
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The RECLUSE. * 


1. 


Hut from the World, t inſure her future Peace, 

8 The fait Cornelia ſolitary dwells; 

From petjur d Man ſhe flies, to happier Eaſe, 
And pays her Worſhip, in the gloomy Cells. 


2. 


She, who in Courts, but lately to our Eyes 
Shone, as the ſparkling Di mond's Luſtre, bright, 
Now weeps, now mourns, her Pray'rs in Feryour riſe, 
Soon as the Lark attempts his early Flight. 
K. _ Sb, — — | 
When Night lets fall her gloomy Darkneſs round, 
The humble Poſture ſtill the Fair maintains; 
Still preſſes with her tender Knees the Ground, 1 
And in etherial Searches finds her gains. 5 
4. 5 
Humble and meek, alas! how chang d the Scene! 
Ho alterd now appears the pious Fair ! or: 
L1 - No 
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No rich Brocade, but ſable Crape is ſeen, 
| I ?o0o ſhade her Limbs from the inclement Air. 
Li —_— 4 : | 


Now coarſeſt Meals ſupport her waſting Frame, 
The Cryſtal Stream, her burning Thirſt allays ; - 
For which, by Pray'r, the too religious Dame 
Renders her mighty Maker humble Praiſe.” - 
n | 2 
Her tender Breaſt no worldly Cares alarm; 
For Peace and Quietneſs now center there: 


Her lonely Dwelling is a ſecret Charm, 


She only joys, and only we deſpair. 


— SC „ 
— 


The Compariſon, chuſe which you will. 
IO W pleaſing is the Path to Sin? 

H How ſweet the tempting Way 

Which leads the Youth deluded in, 

Like Baits, that hide the wily Gin, 

To catch the heedleſs Prey. 
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2. 
Regardleſs of the deſtin d Pain, 
Which muſt enſue the Crime, 
The fleeting Joy ſo fills his Brain, 
He deems it idle, weak and vain, 
To think on future Time. 


8 


8 * 8 2 == 5 
n 
_ 


2 . 
+a. 
MM. 
ed "as. 

3 2 

© pe" TIRES 
Let 5 » - 


B 
HM 
i 


3. 
In vain eſſays weak Reaſon's Force 
His Paſſions to controul; 
As eaſy tis to ſtop the Courſe 
Of the fierce wild Arabian Horſe, 
As guide th'\unbridled Soul. | 
| 1 | | 
From Crime to Crime he hurries on, 
Still for new Pleaſure glows ; 
The purer Charms of Life unknown, 


Imagines nothing but the Town, 
True Happineſs beſtows. $6697 * 
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5. 


Till Age comes on for him too faſt; 


(Age which the Good deſire) 
For tho his former Vigour's paſt, 


Vet till his Inclinations laſt, 


And burn with youthful Fire. 
. 
When Death appears in dread oy 
He owns a vengeful God; 


Then! then! too late, in dire Diſmay, 


He ſtrives, but knows not how to pray, 
And trembles at the Rod. 
5. 


Aghaſt he views, with Sighs and Tears, 


Eternity ariſe; 
So near the dreadful Scene appears, 


© That mad with agonizing Fears, 


| The Wretch deſpairing dies. 


£ 3 . 
XY " 
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84 


The Scene revers'd, obſerve his Way, 


O'er whom no Vice preſides 3 
Whom no vile Pleaſures lead aſtray ; 
But Virtue, with a purer Ray, 

His Thoughts and Actions guides. 

-9. 


He rightly weighs the Sinners State, 


And ſhuns the fleeting o; 


< 


His Thoughts a nobler Bliſs create, 75 
(The Pleaſures of a future Stag 


Which Time can ne er deſtroy. - - - 
+ + 
Vice is, to him, an unknown Gueſt, 


For arm'd with Wiſdom's Shield, .- | 
Thoſe Paſſions which diſturb hisReft, .. / 1 141! // 


By him in Infancy ſuppreſt, 
To ſtronger Reaſon yield. _ 


11. 
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11. * 
All worldly Joys to him appear, 
Unworthy of Regard 3 


The great Man's Frowns he need not fear, 


For Virtue makes him happy here, 
And is it's own Reward. 


12. 


His Soul unruffied, pleas d, ſedate, 
Beholds his Life's Decay; _ 

Since Death (the Sons of Adam's Fate) 

Does all his happier Sons tranſlate, 
To endleſs Tracts of Day. 


13. 


Such Pleaſure fills the Traveller's Breaſt, 


When wiſh'd-for Home he ſees; - 
When peaceful down he lays to reſt, 


His weary'd Limbs with Toil oppreſt, 


And taſtes the Sweets of Eaſe. 


NaturanWr;, 


$4 
. 
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A expellas Furcd hi cet, . | 
— recurrid. 


W H E N vanquiſt'd Reaſon once to Love 


gives way, 


The Tyrant lords it with uubounded Sway; 
Friends ſtrive in vain, the Paſſion to controul, 
And calm the burning Fever of the Soul. 

In vain, the Touth's unmanly Weakneſs chide, 
Mock at his Grits, and all his Pains deride ; ; 
Each time they mention her too charming Name ; | 
Each time they more remind him of his Fame [1 


Oft as the dear, deluſive Sound he hears, 


27s 
. 20 
. 


Delicious Poiſon enters! in his Ears. 
His Friends perceiving thus, their Hopes are crolt 
Their Judgement baffled, and their Labour loſt; 
Deviſe new Means, ſince theſe ſuceeſsleſs prove, 
Turning Diſcourſe to every thing, but Love. 

At length by hearing of her Name no more, 


rang rne Touth forgets the Flame he felt before: 


From 


For Cure, in vain, to rigid Methods fly, 


6250 
"OY former Follies, now new Wi zſdom arous, 


Hearkens to Reaſon, and obeys her Tabs. . g 


Thus oft unthinking Men, when Faults they find, 
(Altho' by. Nature planted in the Mind) 


When the beſt Cure 's to paſs them ſilent byy © 
This is what ev'ry thinking Mortal knows: 


This Reaſon, Nature, and Experience ſhows. 


Then, learn, betimes this Maxim to obey ; 


Errors, if paſs d in ſilence by, will of themſelyes 


The Wiſeſt govern'd, and the Reſt obey'd : 


Omme ruit in pejus. 


N former times, when Learning bleſsd or 1ſt, 


1 And Phebus did with kinder Inflence ſmile ; 


Then Art and Science daily did enereaſe, 
And Worth and Merit, before Wealth, had place; 
Impartial Juſtice then unbounded ſway'd ; 


* 


(abr) 
To Birth or Fortune, ſmall Regard was hewn; 
The Noble in themſelves, were Noble deem d alone. 
The Rich and Poor, alike, did Honours ſhare ; 
Alike, Diſprace and Puniſhment did bear, 
Juſt as their Virtues or their Vices were. 
Then, Albion, (happieſt of happy Climes !) 
Saw golden Days, and view'd Saturnian Times; 
What warlike Heroes did their Country grace ? 
Her Sons, in Arts and Arms, a glorious Race! | 
But ſince divine ASTRAEA took her Flight, 
And back return'd to native Realms of Light, 
DULLNESS o'er all her ſable Mantle caſt, 
And Ign rance daily more and more increas'd. 
Injuſtice next, and Arrogance took place, 
Her Sons became a baſe, degen'rate Race ; 
Th' Infection ſoon did Oxford's Tow'rs invade, 
And lying Flattery became a Trade. 
Then firſt the raw young Squire, (a homebred Tool, 


Or elſe unpoliſb d, from the Country School) 


M m | Hither 


_ 

3 
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Now, with Bob-wig, he ſtruts along the Street, 


80 ſmart! ſo trim ſo priggiſh! | and ſo neat ! 


| 
L 
** * g 
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Hither was, by ain Parents, ſent, 


To ſpoil a Plowman, and to ape a GEN r. 


And lo, how MasTER alters ev'ry Day! : 
His Ruſſet-Coat is chang'd to Paduaſoy. 
Thoſe Locks too, late that o'er his Shoulders ſpread 


So long, and lank, are ſever'd from his Head : 


Till a lac'd Waiſtcoat makes the Fool compleat 
With ſtatelier Air, he now begins to move, 
And, with his Dreſs, his Mien and Mind improve. 
Now asks his Tutor, what is meant by Greek ? 


And, next in Company, preſuthes to ſpeak. 

Of Horſes, then his Tongue begins to run; 

And, laſt, he ventures on a worn out Pun. 

To ſpend his Money, i is his ſecond Care, 

And prove himſelf Sir Numſculls rightful Heir: 
So drinks the Nights, and hunts * / the Days, | 
And zreats his Turn for his Tutor 8 Praiſe. 


hn i 3 4  <& ty © 


Thus 
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Thus, more accompliſh'd, he each Morn does riſc, 
Prais'd by the Learn? d, as learn d himſelf and wiſe, _ 
The Scholar now (of I Parts tho' ne er {0 bright | dy 
If poor, they like the meaneſt Vaſſal ſlight; 4 

Is oyer-aw d by Power, reſtrain' d by Fear, 

And corn d by thoſe, who once his Equals were. 
Thus MERIT, without Pow'r or Wealth, is vain, 
No Honours will it, no Degrees obtain. 

Pow'r, (which firſt of all deriv d from Heav' n, 


And ta Mankind for gaad Intentions giv'n ;) 
Is now for Knavery a meer Device, 
A Cloak for Rogues, A Privilege for Vice. 
Here oft a Pedant in a Fop i is ſeen, 
Whoſe Dreſs but if becomes his aukward Mica; ; 


F 


But ſcarcely one thi happy Perſon knows, 
Who both the Gentleman and Scholar, ſhows. 
Each Coxcomb, ſoon as in the Mafter's Gown, 


On former Cg rades, with contempt, looks down; 


Tho ne'er f n before, is not grown wile, 
And more judicious in the Yulgar's Eyes: 


Mm 2 | And 
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And not in cheirs alone, the Learned too, 


©» Shew that Reſpect, they ner before did ſhew. ' 

So neither & enſe, Philoſophy, nor Arts, 

But 'tis the Gown that makes, The Man of Parts. 
Hence Learning droops ; the Muſes hence retreat 

From this, their once beſt-lov'd, and darling Scat: 

Hence Art, with $czence, quite neglected lies; 

And Truth and Fuſtice ſeck theit native Skies, 


On ie Reſtoration of King Charles II 


1 Ong time, beneath the TrranT'slawleſs Sway, 
| L BRITANNIA groan'd, reluctant to obey : 
Long time her cxil'd Pu INcE's Fate deplor'd, 

And felt deep Anguiſh for her abſent LorD. 

Long time th USsuR PER, arm d withpo r and Pride, 
Her Laws, Religion, and her Hate dcfy'd ; 
Long time he ſtrove to pull her G/orzes down, 

To ſlay her Monarch, and ſecure her Crown. 


But 


Bi 


hu 
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But Heav'n, in pity to great CHARLES's Cries, | 
Aſſerts his Cauſe, and thunders from the Skies 5 
And, lo! the TYRANT fears, deſpairs, ang dies. 
When warlike Monk, with gen rous Ardour bleſt, 
Feels the glad Impulſe, fire his loyal Breaſt ; | 
From CALEDONIA's Coaſt his Troops he draws, 
And makes AvucusTa own her Sovereign's Cauſe. . 
When, lo ! he comes, with Acclamations crown'd, 
And Earth and Ocean, with Huzza's reſound. | 
BRITANNIA reats her joyful Head again, 


And views cxulting her own Monarch reign. 


—_— — 
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CUPID's RIDDLE. 8 


3 1 
O E Night to ſooth my love- ſick Pain, 
My uſual Ev'nings Walk I took; 
My Sighs for Celia's hard Diſdain, 


Were eccho'd by a murmuring Brook. 


(6256) 

pa 2. | 

So calm the gentle Breeze did move, | 

I laid me by the little Stream, 

And dove 1 , when, lo! the God of Love; 

Thus wanton pos d me in a Dream. 

n 

Now, Strephon, tell me, if you can, 

© Whom will your Celia deign to bleſs ; 

Who is that happy, happy Man, 
A Lover may have leave to gueſs ? 

I, much ſurpriz'd at his Requeſt, 
Awoke, but knew not what to ſay; 

Pleag'd, he had thus diſturb'd my Reſt, 
The Urchin laugh'd, and flew : away. 

"ge 

Faith, Celia this was ſomething odd; 
But if he viſits me again, 

Who ſhall I tell the little God, 
Is that too happy, happy Man ? 


The 
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* The Honey-Suckle and Bee. 
W Ithin the Windings of a Wood, 
Alittle lonely Manſion ſtood; 
Where, free from Care, an honeſt Swain, 
an homely Living ſtrove to gain. 


Rich Vines around the Cottage grew, 
Near which an Honcy-Juckle blew ; 
Whoſe ſpreading Branches grateful made 
A plcaſing, ſweet and ruſtic Shade. 

Here often wou d the Swain repair, 
Eager to breathe the fragrant Air; 

Would often under this retire; 

To liſten to the feather'd Choir. 

But; Pleaſure ſeldom is ſincere; 
Soon Joſt, or often bought too dear. 
And that, alas! which pleaſes moſt, 
But poorly anſwers all our Coft. 

Sochanc'dit to th? induſtrious Swain, 
The Pleaſure loſt, enfu'd the Pain. 


6258) 
A Drone Bee, of a diſmal Hue, 

Unto this Honey-Suckle flew; 

From which like Budget every Day 

Extracted Sweets he ſtole away. 

From Flow'r to Flow'r he buzz'd around, 

And ſpread with blighted Leaves the Ground. 
Vex'd at the Heart, the honeſt Man 

Reſolv'd, the Traitor to trapan 

And ſtraight prepar'd a ſubtle Gin, 

To catch the wily Wand'rer in. 

With Care and Craft, the Trap he lays, 

Fixing it firm between the Sprays. 


The pilf ring Bee, not over-wiſe, 
Into the Trap, unwary, flies. 
| Now ſprings the Tree, and ſhoots amain, 
Which greatly pleas'd the honeſt Swain; 
While on cach Spray a Bloſſom ſhines, 
And the cag'd Bee laments and pines : 
Some Moments paſs'd, and no Relief, 
The little Traitor died of Grief. 
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But (like the Swan in mournful Sound) 


Firſt ſung this Elegy profound. 


« Tn Gin ſecure, at laſt, I'm caught, 


* 
* 


And pay for all in this one Fault. | 
See, ſee, the dire Effect of robbing ; N 
« Better for me, had I been Jobbing ; 


A 
* 


Botching ſtale Wit, low Repartee, 
« And never viſited that Tree. 
« Yet, e' en Confinement don't ſo grieve me, 
As for to ſee (alas! believe me) 
The Honey-Suckle freſh and fair, 
* Again with Sweets perfume the Air. 
* Unhappy me! muſt that ſtill theive; 
* Whilſt piece- meal drops my rotten Hive; 
This having ſaid, he gave a Groan. 
And finiſh'd, with his Life, his Moan 


Nn Tua 


Ut 


1 


5 | "Twas I; or, The Mulberry Tree. : 
4 Fo ine y 
| if 8 
j JW A often Wit, in merry Tale, ; 
| j : Sooner than Sermons will prevail; 
| ot To raiſe the Obſervarion higher, 
i _ Sherlock's not read ſo much as Prior. : 
| A Moral, whereſoe er you hear one, , 
Inſtructs as much in Taleas Sermon. 
What Eye nc'er ſees; the Heart ne'er rucs ; e 
Fancy forms Ills, or Ills ſubdues: 
From Fancy all our Sorrows rife; 
Who thinks he's happy, happy is. | 
The Lover in his Mind perplext, | 


Forms every Fear with which he's vext: 
88 The Garter pendant from the Wood, 
The Dagger, and the murm'ring Flood. 
The Cuckold, ign'rant of his Fate, 
| Who thinks he has an honeſt Mate, 


(261) 


Not minds the Templer's Taunts and Scorns, 


Nor dreams he has a Pair of Horns. 
Whilſt jealous Dole, upon the Rack, 
Still ſees his Wife upon her Back; 
And fancies every Breeze of Wind, 
A Gallant, and his Lady kind; 
Is ſo far in Idea gone, 
He butts with Horns, tho' he has none. 
The Prologue is too long, fay you ; 
So prithee now your Tale purſue. 

A Country Knight, a wanton Blade, 
Was too familiar with his Maid ; 
Their Aſſignations us'd to be 
Each Morning, at a Mulberry-Free ; 
And there the Knight beſtow'd on Sue, 
What ought to be his Lady's Due : 
Whilſt ſhe, quite ignorant, tis ſaid, 
Lay drinking Chocolate in Bed. 

But, as Intrigues of ſuch cloſe nature, 
Are ſtill diſcover'd ſoon or later: 
Nnz2 


4 


4 


80 was Sit Roger's, with his Maid, 


By an unlucky Chance, betray'd : 

For as one Morning, they were toying, 
Kiſſing, hugging, - and enjoying; 

The Lady Betty Scandal (rat it) 


Out of her Window, ſaw 'em at it. 


Z—ds, quoth the Knight, ſhe's ſpoil'd our Sporting, 


And will, I fear, betray our Courting. 
What ſhall we do, ſays Sue, for ſhe, Sir, 


Does always tattle, what ſhe ſees, Sir? 


Sure as a Gun, my Lady Il hear it. 

No, quoth Sir Roger, neyer fear it. 

I have a Plot will ſpoil her Tattling, 
And keep my Lady Wife from Rattling : 


Therefore do thou get in, dear Sue; 


| Il call Wite out, and kiſs her too. 


Accordingly he call'd his Spouſe: 


What, Wife, a-bed ; fye, Huſly, rouze! | 


See, here's 3 Morning; do but ſee ; 
Why can't you riſę as ſoon as me? 


Get 


F rw. % et 1. m5 
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Get up, get up, for ſhame, my Dear, 


And come with me to take the Air, 
My Lady quickly roſe from Bed, Sir, 
And to the Mulberry-Tree they led, Sit. 

No ſooner to the Tree they came, 
Than Husband ſaid, Come kiſs me, Dame; 
My Fancy's ſmitten with this Shade; 

t ſeems as if for Cupid made. 

Obſerve, my Dear, that pleaſant Grove, 

And every thing invites to Loye. 

Thus having ſaid, he acted oer, 

What he had done with Sue before; 

And having ſatisfy d his Dame, 

They both return d from whence they came. 
When there, my Lady cries, By four, 

Mill. bring my Chariot to the Door. 

To Lady Scandal I muſt pay 

My Evening's Viſit (tis her Day.) 

The Chariot came, away ſhe drives, 


And at her Ladyſhip's arriyes, 
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There Complements on both ſides paſt, 
Who ſhould fit firſt, and who the laſt.) 


They ſit, and talk, and drink Bohea, 3 
And ſweeten Scandal with their Tea. uy 
Each Virgin's Character is blown, 

A Widow's Weed, a Bridal Gown : A 
The Parſon's Wife laſt Week was caught . 


With Pariſh-Clerk, in Action naught, 
In ſhort, one Tale ſo brought on rother, 
That Lady Scandal could not ſmother, 
What in Sir Roger's Grove ſhe'd ſeen ; 
Tell it ſhe muſt, or burſt with Spleen. 
So out it goes I apprehend, 
My Lady, it behoves a Friend, 
Eſpecially 'twixt you and me, 
To tell each other, what they ſee. 
Therefore] would adviſe (ſhe ſaid) 
You'd turn away your Chambermaid: 


She is a ſlippery Slut, nay more, 


I'm very certain, ſhe's a Whore. 


Sir 


4 
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Sir Roger's Lady. 
A Whore ! pray, Ma'am, who told it you? 
Lady Scandal. 
My Eyes can witneſs it is true. 
Sir Rog. Lady. 
Im much ſurprized 3 for I proteſt, 
[ always thought the Girl was chaſte, 
a Lady Scandal. 
Knew you, with whom ſhe is ſo lend, 


ou'd ſend her packing — Yes—you wou's. 
But, Ma'am, to caſe you of your Care, 
\nd ſhew you, I'm your Friend ſigcere : 
his Morning, as I roſe, I ſpy'd 
Sir Roger, with your Maid, aſide, 
ugging, embracing, and careſling, 
njoying real Wedlock's Bleſſing. 
Sir Rog. Lady. 
ardon me, Madam, for twas me, 
ith whom Sir Roger was ſo free. 


Ir 8 
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Lady Scand. 
Nay, prithee, hear me out, you'll owti 
The Circumſtance, will change your Tone 3 
Under the Mulberry- Tree (on Honour) 
I bau Sir Roger full upon her. 
oy Sir Rog. Lady: 
Vet you miſtake, it was not ſhe ; 


| I tell you once again, 'twas me. | ; 
* Lady Scand: 1] 
Madam, this happ'ned juſt at Light; 1 

| Phebus had ſcarcely baniſh'd Night. 
Sir Rog. Lady. 1 
Now really, Madam, by ane by, It 
It's ſtrange, you cou'd not ſee twas I. 6 8 
Lady Scand. „ 1 


Well, ſince you think ſo, keep the Maid, 
I wiſh yourſelf may catch the jade; U 
For Im well ſatisfy d, 'twas ſhe. 

„ KW 
4 And 1 again as much, *rwas me. 
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Both Ladies parted in a Petr ; 
And Jue's Sir Roger's Mittreſs yet. 
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To 4 LIMMNER on the Death of his 
Son. | 


Midſt the Sorrows for a Son, ſo dear, 
A Permit a Youth, to mix a friendly Tear : 
Though ſmall the Tribute ; this io Love we owe 3 
This Friendſhip claims, and Nature muſt beſtow. 
Oft, in my Study, as intent 1 read | 
The learned Pages of % immortal Dead 
If there ſome pleaſing Character I find, 
Some riſing Youth to endleſs Fame conſi gn'd ; 
Tis then, my Friend, my Comrade ſtrikes my Mina. 
Oft „en my Pillow, as ſeek for Reſt, 
Where Toil finds Eaſe, and Peace the troubled Breaſly 
When Midnight reigns, in awful Pomp, ſerene, 
And not a Voice is heard, nor Light is ſeen ; 
Oo Then 


* 
. 
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Then melancholy Thoughts, and Forms ariſe, 
And fancy'd Viſions glance athwart my Eyes. 
Then at my Feet the dear-lov'd Youth appears, 
Breaks on my Reſt, and calls afreſh for Tears. 
Methinks, again, I ſce him Face to Face, 
And ev'ry Line, and evry Feature trace. 
Each Word, each AQtion, in my Brain revives, 


And— (oh, were't in reality!) he lives. 
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Alas! Repining but augments our Pain; 


_—_— 


And if not impious, yet at leaſt 'tis vain : 
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For HE that gave us Life, and HE alone, 
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With Juſtice can remand it, as His own. 
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Yet ſtill the Sentence roo ſevere may ſhew, 


Juſt as to Manhood, and to Arts he grew; 
Juſt when Ambition did his Boſom fire, [ 
To riſe in Skill, and emulate his Sire; 
That partial Death ſhould ſnatch th' aſpiring Boy, 
The Father's chiefcſt Hope, the Mother's darling Joy. J 

But Heav'n's Decrees, tho rigid, oft are juſt ; | 
The Gem too precious was on Earth to truſt : 

To 
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To others, farther Periods are aſſign'd, 


To purge from Vice the long polluted Mind; 
But He, though young, the diſtant Goal did win; 
And only ended, where the reſt begin. 
Then ceaſe thy Tears, mine Eyes! my Heart thy 
Moan ! 

Nor weep a Fate, more happy than your own! 
Deſtin'd more Tears, more buſy Cares to try, 
And then, perhaps, far leſs prepar'd, to die. 

Ev n You have Reaſon, Hr, to be at reſt; 
Bleſt in your Wife, in your fair Daughters bleſt : 
What Pen can well deſcribe Marg rettas Worth, 
Thy firſt in Beauty, as thy firſt in Birth? 
Oh! to your Art, had I but equal Fire ! 
To her, I'd tune my Voice, Id ſtring my Lyre ; 
In Bloom of Youth, I'd paint an Angel bright, 
And in my Verſes, mingle Shade and Light ? 
Both Mit and Art, I'd try; nor buſb to own, 
That Nature had both Wit and Art out-done. 
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Modeſty in Diſgrace; or, A. urance the 
Way to win a Woman. 

() E R the wide Foreſt, o'er the lonely Plain, 

Unhappy DAaMon walks, yet walks in vain; 

Through Woods and Groves in vain for Eaſe he 


flies, 


The Woods and Groves are deaf to Damon's Cries 


Where er for Peace or Shelter, Damon goes, 


No Peace he finds, no Shelter from his Woes; 
Oft, to the purling Streams he vents his Grief, 
The purling Streams afford him no Relief. 

* Alas! (he cries) malicious Fate delign'd 

* CLo1s ascruel, as her DAMoN's kind. 

* What Man cou'd do, I've done , yet all in Vain; 
Vain is my Love, and fruitleſs is my Pain. 


H Hayel, in what I ever did, or ſaid, 


The leaſt unchaſte, immodeſt Thought betray d 
* To hide my Flames, have I not daily ſtrove! 


ce 


But all in vain! ſhe ſees, yet ſcoras my Love. 


Why 


t 
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« Why do I then perliſt to be abus d 

« My Love derided, and my Pray rs refus d. 

« Shame to my Manhood ! to my Senſe Diſgrace ! 

« To live a Captive to a Woman's Face! 

« Oh! as in Body, were ſhe fair in Mind! 

Then might I hope Returns of Love to find : 

« But as ſhe's not, no more I'll humbly move ; 

« 'Tis not the way to gain a Woman's Love. 

Woman muſt be by Force, or Folly won; 

« 'Tis not by Senſe, or Merit to be done. 

Then farewel, Merit! farewe/ Truth and Senſe! 

« And in your ſtead, aſſiſt me, Impudence ! 

« Thus arm'd, and thus reſoly'd, III ſtand the Field, 

And die myſelf, or force her Pride to yield.” 
Thus ſaid—— when lo! the haughty Nymph ap- 

pears, 

And with 4 Toſs her Head contemptuous rears z 

Full in his Face, her Eyes diſdainful roll; 

Fear damps his Spirits 3 Fear diſſolves his Soul. 

| Oh! 


1 ——— äñ— - <> — 2 4 = — — 
* 8 * — —— 2 — * — » * * 
4 . * "Oh — - -. am — —— 7 5 Vc. a = - 2 _ 
— * Þ. _— N * Fro OS > * 2 — 1 * — * 
— 2 — — 8 L Fn as FL ls . £ r l us a. 8 = 


— 


bad LC 
+ 6 ty 
„ a 
—— vu — — 
— HE — << 


— — 


—— — 
* 


7 3 — 2358 — — — - * E33 - OE.” 
- * — by 1 p< - — — 
5 — KL | 5 — _— — — A 5 — — : a — 4 — —4 * — 2 S-- . - © . — — ww, 5 _ . * on. — * my — ——— — FP \ 
_ r 12 * 1 — a — — — 8 = — AS — W * 6 Wann hs * anon) e 
4 * p : S 22 - — > —5 — — — 2 — — J G \ 5 3 
* a Ag | „„ IE I uE oe 3 £ PI ME STS SC» > I” : — N . 26-5" IY 
Y © N - pe 6+ - 1 2 * ri —=S — 09-4 — 7 32 98 * 5 a— 5 — = — — 83 — _ - - — — — : l 
7 +4 nb = 2 5 4 - a — þ4 — 4 w 2 L 5 Longs Seng — -_ ” * 4 * 5 — 
= AA = — 2 — 1 2 . 4 Saad AI 2 & Pa 24 by 4 5 -- S \ — < * 22 8 n — 
* A 8 _— — 4 , —_— A \ & — - - l * A — 8 * — 4 — < þ 2.x — — 2. p i _ . p - - A, wp — 1 
, SF ; —_ : I : — - : — = r — a - 8 3 wi = 
. 2 ; : 2 55 , — "= _ i of : - bd * . — X .__ a4 - 0 . — — — — — — — = 5 — a * = —— - — _ - 1 ws La c > > 
le 5 2 — — LS _ « * —— — — 0 — —— 2 7 4 <4 t- — _ 123 3x5 — - 
— n — 25 a - SG EE ** * — 2 —_— » 4 J C . A d _ . Ka _ 
A” * » - A Gat — 7 a7" ef 2 ay — 2 — Cart e — = . , * "ITE OR 5 8 _ - * N * : 
» — * — ks — 8 2 5 "EF ; *C_ — — * . " »+»AH SY * E. * 3 4 — a 
: < — Za 2 fs — 2” 7 - on, OY -- fy, "= gf. * 
— * eas a. 
” 


. 

i! 

Fr 
* 
Wi 


2 2 8 _ - . * — 
— et — —— aw; —ͤ— Le — um. 


(272 


Oh! Damon, where is now thy Courage fled? 


To fall, or vanquiſh, ſure was nobly ſaid, 


And worthy thee ; but nobler, worthier far 


Are Deeds, than Words in Love, as in the War, 


Now pale, now mute, late-vaunting DAMON lies, 


Nor dares to raiſe his Heag, or lift his Eyes; 

At ſight of which, the Nymph, with cold diſdain, 
Offers abruptly to depart the Plain. 

While various Doubts, poor DAMoN's Quiet break; 
He fears his Silence, yet he dares not ſpeak. 
Reaſon at length, his Error plainly ſhows, 


The prefent Danger no Suſpence allows. 


From Contraries the like Effects may riſe, 


And Fear, the Place of Valour oft ſupplies. 


Thus Fear to him, both Words and Courage gives, 


By Fear urg'd on, DAMON again revives. 
He graſps her Hand, he looks with wiſhful Eye, 
While from his Lips theſe tender Accents fly. 


« Why ſhuns, my Love, why ſhuns ſhe my Embrace! 
« ByHcay'ns ! you muſt not,ſhall not leave this place. 


cc 
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Why ſhould we here new Cauſe for Quarrels find, : 


Here in this ſacred Place for Love deſign d? 


« Where ev'ry Grove, where e ry ſhady Bow'r, 


« Pow'r. 
« See! how the twinkling Tapers of the Night 
shine, as with Envy which ſhou'd ſeem moſt bright 
© Yet ſhine in vain; in vain their Light diſplay, 
* Before your Eyes their fainter Rays decay. 
« Before your Eyes, lo! Damon bends his Knee; 
« DAMON, who loves, admires, and worſhips thee. 
« Oh! grant my Wiſh ! my faithful Vows regard! 
« And with Returns of Love, my Love reward!“ 
Thus ſues the Swain, the Nymph with languid Eyes 
Faintly reſiſts, but willingly complies. 
Now, whilſt he lies catranc'd in all her Charms, 


Rif*ling her Sweets, and rey'ling in her Arms; 


The Birds awake, and Muſick glads the Night ; 
Soft Zephirs blow, and od'rous F/ow'rs Delight. 


« How 


The Moon refulgent pours her Silver Light 


« Proclaims,and ſpeaks Love's great, Love's mighty 


—.— Ar 
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% How cou d we thus, thus long, (ſays Damon) liye 
« Peprivd of Love, which ſuch vaſt Joys can give? 
ce How cou'd youthus long treat me with Difdain, 
« Relentleſs, and regardleſs of my Pain? 
% Did not I ever with Submiſſion low, 
« And, like a Suppliant, at your Altar bow ? 
« Scarce durſt Iname what moſt J wiſh'd;but ſtrove 


For fear of a Repulſe, to hide my Love. 


« Ah! Damon, (Says ſhe) ſure the Reaſon's plain, 

« Shou'd J have ſued becauſe you fear'd Diſdain? 

« Or, cou'd you hope, with puritanick Face, 

1 E'er in my Heart to gain a Lover's place? 

« No if in Love you wou'd the Victor ride, 

« Be bold, and throw that ſaint- lible Mask aſide. 

« Tis not the Grave, the Baſbful, we approve, 

*« [The modeſt Man's the verieſt Fool in Love. 

0 Muſt we (lays Damon) then tranſgreſs the Rule 

** Ot Modeſty, or elſe be counted Fools? 

* In ſome things Modeſty (ſays ſhe) may do; 
But not when Lawyers plead, or Lovers woo. 
Thoug|i 


ec 
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Though Prieſts extol it, when for want of Senſe; 


«© They rail gainſt Vice with modeſt Impudence 3 

« Yet what avails their praiſing it, unleſs 

« Their Deeds aſſure us, what their Words expreſs ? 

« Who'd mind the Prięſt elſe, though he Truth 
« declares. | 

© Who'd mind the Lover, tho he vows and ſwears? 

« He that deſiresto gain the wiſh'd-for Maid; 

« Muſt ſoon by Actions prove the Hords he ſaid. 

“Actions can beſt reveal the Lover's Mind, 

“For no ſubſtatitial Senſe in Words we find: 

Now let him ſue, now tell an am rous Tale, 


© Now touch her Hand, her—— he'll ſoon prevail, 


A weak Repulſe or ſo, he muſt not mind, 

When ſhe ſeems cruel moſt; ſhe moſt is kind. 

* Thus he, with eaſe, by e ery Glance, may know; 

Her Eyes, her Looks, her Frowns, her Love will 
« ſhow. | 

No wonder then, ſays DaMoN, ſince I trove 


* To gain at diſtance, that I loſt your Love. 
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« Oh! had this Secret been before but mine. 
* But (thank the Gods!) I need not now repine: 


& I ne'er ſhall miſs the Time 1 ſpent in vain, 


Thy Love has doubly now repaid my Pain. 
„Thus, like a Man, who ſceks in Mines for Ore, 


ee Does a long time the barren Earth explore; 

ee Vet if at length the long- ſoug ht Vein he ſpies, 

The Toil he minds not, ſince he gains the Prize; 

* So after all my Cares, my Torments paſt, 

< Thy Love comes ſweeter, as it comes at laſt,” 

Thus ſaid, he claſp'd her in his eager Arms, 

And then again enjoy'd her blooming Charms. 
But PhoEBUs now with eaſtern Bcams docs ne, 

And with refulgent Gloticd gilds the Sales 3 

N16ar by his golden Rays he drives away, 

And wakes again the Labours of the Dar. 

NATURE again revives, and looks more fair, | 

All hail his Preſence, bat the loving Pair. 

To them the Night's more welcome than the Day, 

The one gives Joys, which toter takes away. | 


Un- 


_ 


12 
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Unwillingly they leave the conſcious Plain, 
And part with Grief, but vow to meet again. 


Prem 


DP 


— 


„ Polly and Pugg; or, the Fate of Favourites. 


/ 


N old malicious Ape, being dead, 
Deſcended to th'infernal Shade, 


And begg'd of honeſt Pluto there, 
To ſend him back to upper Air. 

Who thought to turn him to an Als; 
To cure him of his Tricks and Braſs. 
His fond Deſire of Dreſs and Show, 

And Emulation of a Beau: 

But he, like R the Harlequin, 
That beſt Phyſician for the Spleen, 
Soon mov'd the Deity to ſneer ; 

And by his maggotty Carcer, 

So pleas'd him, that the merry God, 
Een bid him take what Shape he wou d. 

P p 2 With 
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With that, the Ape deſir'd to be 
A Parrot; of firſt Quality; 

For then, (ſays he) when in that ſtate, 
Still I Mankind may imitate. 
For as an Ape, their Acts were mine 
But now a Parrot, I ſhall ſhine, 


At Ring, at Park, at Play, and Ball, 


Politely talking with them all. 

He ſpoke ; and Pluto turn'd the Ape 
Into a gaudy Parrot's Shape : 

And then to eaſe him of his Pain, 
He toſsꝰd him up to Earth again. 

A young Court-Lady there, of Faſhion, 
Purchas'd him for her Recreation. 
He, by his Talk and pert Behaviour, 
Soon crept into his Lady's Favour : 
Nay, it is ſaid, obtain'd ſuch Grace, 
Io turn the Lap- Dog out of Place; 
For in his room he lay all Night 


With her, whilſt Pg g) ſnarl'd for ſpite; 
Sometime 


E 
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Sometimes he'd in her Chariot ride, 
And chatter Nonſenſe by her ſide ; 
Sometimes upon her Hand he'd play, 
And drive his Foc the Spleen away; 
Now flutter this, and now that Wing, 
And Caro ſi moſt ſweetly ſing ; 

Thus, ever happy, ever gay, 

His Life in pleaſure paſs d away. 

But Life, how frail a thing art thou ; 
Ne'er ſure, but in the preſent Now 2 
How tranſitory, how ſoon ending, 
Arc all the Joys on thee attending 2 

Poor Puggy vex'd at his Diſgrace, 


And ſeeing Poll engroſs his Place, 

Thus ſpoke. Alas! how hard's my Fate! 
That Bird does all my Ills creage. 

He by my Lady's highly prais d, 

While I, poor Puggy, am deſpis d. 
Upon the Ground, While Puggy lies, 


And vents his Griefs in envious Sighs, 
Thrice 
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Thrice happy Polly takeshis Reſt 
Upon Corinnas panting Breaſt. 
Was it for this, ſo oft in Bed, 
Ive pleas d her, while ſhe kindly ſaid: 
“ Dear Puggy, ah! to me ſo dear, 
* No Lover can with thee compare. 
« No Youth ſhall ever lie with me, 
« Thou ftill my Bedfellow ſhall be.. 
But now, alas! thoſe Joys muſt end ; 
(Who'd on a Lady's Word depend 9 
Since Polly has my Place engroſs d, 
And all my Happineſs i loſt; 
Revenge ſhall give me Comfort ſtill, 


That upſtart Bird, theſe Teeth ſhall kit). 


Fil facrifice him to my Hate ; 
I've ſaid it, and my Will is Fate. 
Thus envious B— —e, I've ſcen, 


Againſt great J/——e vent his Spleen ; | 


Endeavour to deſtroy, with Lyes, 


A Fame, to which he ne'er cou'd riſc ; 


Vow 


6281) 


Vow to revenge his ſad Diſgrace, 
And turn his Betters out of Place. 
But, Heav'n ! avert his vile Intent; 
Still vainly let him Libels vent. 2 
To higher Fame may / — e riſe, | 
Nor let the Parrot's Fate be his. 
Puggy, on Murder thus deſign'd, | 
(For nought cou'd change his ſettled Mind) 
One Day, as Polly took a Nap, 


His downy Bed, Corinnas Lap; 


— —— — N — — — — — . > 
_ 2 — ” — — — 


Piggy jump'd up, and by the Crown, 
He dragg'd the ſleeping Parrot down. 
In vain did fair Corinna Cry 3 
Pug was reſolv'd the Bird muſt die; 
And while upon the Ground he lay, 
Thus he exulted o'cr his Prey. 
Now, Polly, now, thou may'|t depend, 
Thy Joys, as well as mine, ſhall end 
Thou ſhalt nomore my Riyal be ; 
And ſince I die, thou dy'&t with me. 

* Death 
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Death is by me more glorious prais'd, 
Than to live, out of Place, deſpis c. 
But firſt thee, upſtart Bird, III {lay 3 
For me why be it as it may. 
Thus, ſaying, with a furious Bite, 
He ſlew the unhappy Favourite. 
Corinna vexd a Day or two; 
But what wou'd Grief and Sorrow do? 
O'cr Poll ſhe built alittle Tomb, 


Then got another in his Room. 


On a Lady asking me, what is a Prude ? 


We is a Prude, does Cloe ask ? 
She's a ſworn Foe to cv'ry Beauty: 


Fll make her Character my Task, 


Since you command, it is my Duty. 


'Tis one, who Forty mult attain, 


As ugly be as any Satyr, 
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Diſplays an hypocritick Vein, 
And be repleniſh'd with Il-nature ; 
Who'll rail amidſt a Multitude, _ 
And Rakes and all, let drive at, 
Yet is like Drury Strumpet leud, 
With any Man ſhe meets in private. 


— 
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* On a Lady's N ecklace and Solitaire. 


AURA! in vain, upon your N eck a arc ſeen 
'S The Pearl, the Diamond, and the Emerald 
green; e AT 

Whoſe Force united in one mingl'd Glare, 
Form the rich Luſtre of the Solitaire. 
Thoſe glitt'ring Gems a-while our Eyes employ 3 


A-while they give a ſuperficial Joy: 8 | 

But on your Neck; when we with Tranſport gaze, 
Where native Pearls, and brilliant Beauties blaze; ; 
So ſenſibly their Influence is prov: 'd, 


The Soul is touch'd— and the whole Man is mov d- 
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* a Lady who dle fir 'd to be the Subject of 5 


my next POEM. 


Who (conſcious of her Beauties) knows, p 
How difficnlt's the Theme! 


H Y does Dorinda thus impoſe 


So great a Task on him, 


I ho can deſeribe that heavnly Face, 
That eaſy Shape of thine ; 


= l 
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When tis impoſſible to trace, 
ö a | 
Or image Things divine? 


How is it poſſible to ſpeak, 
And on thoſe Charms diſcourſe ? 
How vain is Language! Words how weak! 
To give them all their Force. wo; 


Accept then, Fair-One! this Excuſe, 
Nor partially upbraid, 


ey CO. 5 . an—__ 


Since mine is but a Stripling Muſe, 


be uf) 


A Novice in her Trade. 
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On a young Lady's drawing a fine Figure 


on Paper. 
P 


But you, ev'n Paper ſo contrive, 
It breathes, — it ſpeaks,.— and is alive. 


Rometheus with a Soul (they ſay) 


Inform'd a lifeleſs Lump of Clay: 


” — WS — * — — 


Againſt MarRIMONv. 
Urſt be the Lau (but doubly curſt 
0 The Wretch, that it enacted firlt ! 
Which all Mankind t' a married Life 


Confines, and damns them with a Wife ! 


Some Damon ſure, or elle at leaſt, 
Some wicked, baſe, deſigning Prieſt, 
To plague the World began the Trade, 
Which zone but Fools have ſince obey d. 
Prieſts after Prieſts, from hence we ſec, '. 
For Gain, in concert ſtill agree, 
To cheat Mankind of Liberty, 
Qq 2 Hence 
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Hence CELIA'S thouſand blooming Charms, F 


Muſt bleſs but one weak Mortal's Arms. 1 
PHILLIS the young, the fair 5 the 827 A — 


Muſt, half untaſted, pine away. 
15 CLox, whoſe ev ry Look can move, 
In ev'ry Breaſt the Pangs of Love: 
Her Beauties may on One beſtow, 


Who ſces, but not conceives them ſo. 


Tyrannick Law! impos'd on Man, 


When Fraud and Prieſt hood firſt begann It 
Reſtrainer of our Right to rove ! F 48 7... a B 
Thou Banc of Friendſbip and of Cove. 3 
Oh! wou' d my Wiſhes reackithe: Skies 51 
Then high i in Vengcance ſhou'd they riſe ; 

Red Light' ning then ſhou'd arm my Hand, C 
And drive Thee flaming from the Land. 1 


Ot had 1 pow'r to break thy Chain, 
And Liberty reſtore again; 
Then would I act without Controul, 
Each God. lite Dictate of my Soul ; 
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From Female unto Female rove, 
Till I had run the Round of fave 


— — — * 


To Mis E. M. at 1 r by the . 


of the Mitcham Beauty. Being the 3d — A 


to that Lady. 
Thus love- ſicł Sappho, 4 the point of Death, 
Revil'd her Phaon, for his breach of Faith. 

Ermit, dear Nymph, tho' baniſh'd from your 


P* 


The Youth deny'd to ſpeak, at leaſt to write; 


Sight, 


Inſult not o'er a Wretch, who can't appear; 

But read with pity, what you would not hear. 

Oh! let theſe Lines receive a kinder Doom, 

| Than I could hope, ſhould I preſume to come. 
SCC yet my Sorrows, c er it be too late, 

Confeſs I have deſerv'd a better Fate. 

Think on a Youth deſpis'd, to Love betray'd, 

And mourn the Ravages your Eyes have made. 
The ſwelling Heart till labours, tho in vain, 

Its long-loſt much-lov d Freedom to regain. 

You, like a Tyrant, at it's Bondage ſmile, 


Yet flatt'ring Hope ſupports the Wretch a while. 
Vain 
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Vain Hope! thou Phantom born in troubled Sea; 


Nurſt in deſpairing Souls, and by the Mind's Diſeaſe. 
Tho' Conſtancy by Falſhood is o'ercome, 
Lour tender Breaſt may yet give pity room. 
Oh! no, ſince kinder Love is flown away, 
That Sweet ner Pity has refus d to ſtay: 
Then herefore to loſt Ciae ſhould I write, 
For Love, or Pity's ſaxe - ſince both have ta en their 
flight. | 
There was a time, when I was not deſpis'd, 
When all that Damon did was idoliz'd : 
There was a time, when gentle Cloe own'd, 
She ne er could wear a Smile, when Damon frown'd: 
There was a time But give thy Folly o'er, 
Cęaſe to repeat the Joys, you'll taſte no more. 
The Face of things is alter d, and the Scene 
Now ſhut, would hide the Pleaſures that have been. 
The haughty Nymph, ſubſervient to her Pride, 
Would all her Folly, and thy fondneſs, kide. 


Cloe, 


C 
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Cloe, who kindly hath thy Praiſes heard, 
Againſt Almighty Vanity has err'd, 

In fondly liſt ning * her Lover's Tale, 

And letting o'er her Pride her Love prevail. 

But to attone for that ſmall Good, ſhe flies, 
Unheeding of her once-lov'd Damon's Signs. 
Mind not, my Heart, the falſe deluding Fair, 
She wrong'd thy Love, and merits not thy Care. 

In a Coquet true Love can never be; 
Then be thou. fickle too, be falſe as ſhe. 

Where, my tranſported Fancy, wouldft thou rove? 
What art thou ſunk? e Do'ſt thou ſubſide to love, 
Like a ſmall Wave, that riſing on the Strand, 

Juſt beats againſt, and then departs from Land. 

A Bubble, or old rapid Ocean's Phlegm, 

Which riſes, breaks, and mingles with the Stream; 
Thy high uplifted Soul the Heav'ns would greet, 
Soars to the Clouds, then falls at Cloe's Feet. 

Forgive, my Fair, the Effects of Love and Rage, 
Which combating, like Wind and Tide, engage. 


You'l! ' 


— Eye — 
— 8 
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You'll ſay, perhaps, that mine'sa guilty Flame; 
Can Love be guilty, when *tis Nature's Claim 
Rove round the World, and ey'ry Species ſee, 
Bill not the feather'd Warblers on the Tree? 
Does not that Flame e en ſcaly Fiſhes move; 


CSE , VERITY # | 


DoFEatrth's Inhabitants forget to love? 

No! Cupid in each Species makes his Claim 

For Doves, Leviathans, and Tygers feel the Flame. 
Suppoſe, ſay you, the human World's polite; 

Did Eloiſa Abelardus flight > = | 

They long liv'd happy in unbounded Love, 

Till torc'd by cruel Parents to remove: 


But even then, fair Z/ozs was true 
And conſtant, as to Eve the falling Dew. 
As ſoaring Larks to fair Auroras Bluſh ; 

As Spring to Fields, or Warblers to the Buſh : 
Yet Fame ſtill hovers round the Lover's Tomb, 
And tells their Truth to Ages yet to come. 


Then urge no more Excuſes, which are none; 
But ſay, falſe Maid, break Heatt, and be undone. 
| Say 
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Say rather CLoE, you're reſolv'd to hate, 

Say you have ſpoke, — and what you ſpeak is Fate 2 
Or, if you ſhou'd lene, and kindly ſave 

A Love-ſick Wretch ſome Minutes from the Grave; 
The Gloom diſpers'd, behold the Change will prove 
A Miracle to Nature, new to Love: 

The Sun will riſe, and Joy illumine me, 

The Sun all chearleſs, till that Day Iſee; ; 

The Stars will ſhine, till then 'twill be a Night, 
Like Chaos c er the Lord created Light. 


ah 4 — 
—_ 


—_— * — 


* On the PiœrukE of @ Fair Libertine. 


V 4 HILST others curb'd by Virtue's empty 
| Charms, 55 1 


Confine their Joys to a dull Husband's . ; 
This Fair's by no ſuch Notions led aſtray, 
But Nature's nobleſt Dictates dare obey, 


Free as the Winds, and uncontrou!'d as Day. 


mw Happy 
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Happy for us, that ſhe's as kind as fair, 


And won't diſdain a ſuppliant Lover's Prayer: 1 
For were ſhe chaſte, as is her Form divine, 

No one would kneel at any other's Shrine ; 

But all Men's Wiſhes there wou'd center take, II. 


And leave the World unpeopled for her ſake. W 


— . Tann WE | - 2 Sr 
f | Hi 
An EersTLE t Miſs Loy Ln NN 
\ 8 carping Critics Rules cenſorious uſc, 
 Toſtop the Flight of each aſpiring Muſe, T 
Shall I, through Fear of their malicious Spight, 
Lay down my Pen, and e en deſiſt to write ? 5 
No, —— though unworthy of the Task I claim; 
III pay this Tribute to your growing Fame. J 
But, oh! 1 fear my too too humble Lays l 
| / 


Can't ſoar ſo high as your deſerving Praiſe, 
Nor paint the Beauties of your generous Mind, 


As Turtles meek, as Heay'n you came from — kind. 


Forgiyc 
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Forgive the Muſe, then, who attempts to ſing, 
And boldly riſques your Fame, upon her feeble 
Wing. | 

Whether the Town or Country be your Care, 
The Poor and Aged your kind Bleſſings ſhare : 
While tattling Girls, in hidcous Ridicule, 

Sneer at the Old, and yet embrace a Fool. 
How wide from them, how very different you, 
A nobler, a more Chriſtian Path purſue. 

When near ſome purling Stream repos'd we find 
Thee, blooming Maid! well tutoring thy Mind; 
Divinely ſoaring in th' etherial Way, 

And ſearching after Gop, the long, laborious Day. 

At other Hours, to pleaſe a choſen Friend, 

From that ſweet Study you your Mind unbend. 
To Love's ſoft Theme, your equal Thoughts incline, 
And in ſweet Melody your Voiccs join 

Each in your Turns, ſome heavy Tale relate, 


Big with the Criſis of ſome Virgin's Fate; 


Rr 2 
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The blooming Idol of the flow'ry Mead! 
By perjur'd, falſe, and faithleſs Man betray'd : 
Then, from your Eyes, how readily will flow 
The big round Drops, in pity to her Moe, 
While the cenſorious Slander-ſpreading Crew 
Vilely aſperſe the Fair, —— nor mourn like you. 
Thus, Day by Day, your Life's Inſtructions yield 
| Your choſen Study, or the fragrant Field. 
But when the fiery God once ſlacks his Race, 
And nipping Winds the verdant Trees diſgrace, 
The chilly Seaſon angry at your Joys, 
Hither, to Hurry, and ungrateful Noiſe, 
Speeds your Return. While ſome unhappy Swain 
Mourns your Departure, in ſome moving train. 
Een there, the Life ſelected, that you lead, 
Our modern Belles ſhould imitate indeed; 
Should, of their Spleen diveſted, calmly view, 
And pay, unask d, and own your Merit, Aue. 


Againſt 
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Againſt AMBITION. 


' I. 


WAY Ams1T10N, with thy gaudy Trains 
A Of Pride, Pomp, Luxury, and all thoſe Ills, 
Which to procure, we ſtrive with ſo much pains, 
And loſe our Eaſe, to pleaſe our boundleſs Wills. 
Reſtleſs Purſuit! When riſing Fancy flies, 
Painting out Riches, Kingdoms, Monarchies : 

The heaving Breaſt 

Can gain no Reſt, 
Whilſt lab'ring Thoughts new Mountains raiſe 
Of airy Honour, airy Praiſe: 
Thus, whilſt the Beggar ſwells with empty State, 
And the fir d Soul, wou'd in itſelf be great ; 


The abje& Body feels a wretched Weight! 
II. 


Alas! how fooliſh are the Pains we take, 


To gatn the Trifle that is now in view, 
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With how much Guilt the ſordid Traſh we rake, 
That flies th Embrace, as faſt as we purſue! 
Which, ſcarce poſſeſt, the Soul again 

Mounts in a new, and higher Strain : 

The ſo much long'd-for Joy has loſt its Taſte, 

And we, with Toil, after new Viſions haſte. 

At length, quite wearied with the fruitleſs Chace, x 

We ſink in aiming at a higher Place, 


And our Ambition meets with low Diſgrace. 


III. 


How faint the Pleaſure guilty Actions bring! 

How ſhort their Durance, and how ſharp their Sting! 
' Repeated Ills muſt gain us Reſt, 
Ne Schemes of Folly fill the Breaſt : 

For Thought, and Recollection, Daggers prove, 

'Tis Death, the Aſhes of paſt Ills to nove; 

Yet CONSCIENCE, the dread Judge, twixt Good 

and JI, 
Sometimes prevails, and triumphs o'er the Will : 


Then 
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Then cou'd we ſee the vicious Soul 
Amidſt ten thouſand Tortures roll, 
Behold the dreadful Conflict that's within, 1 
The juſt and ſure Re ward of wilful Sin, #. 1 


Sure we ſhou'd die, to think what Wreedhes we 
have been. 


* 


* i 


— . 


On paſſing through a Wixe-CzLLam, 


S when of old, by God-like Moſes led, 
A The Iſtaelites from Egypt's Tyrant fled; 
Through. the Red-Seas, * Courſe they 
ſteer d, | 


Nor Pharaoh's Hoſt, nor Pharaol,'s ſelf *they 
fear d: —— 


Great Moſes Rod the raging ** xs obey 4 5 
The raging Seas an open Paſſage made; 
The parting Waters riſing Bulwarks form d, 


Nor longer (now condens'd) the Billows ſtorm 4. 


The 
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The Iſraelites, rejoicing at the Sight, 

Through Paths untry'd, precipitate their Flight: 
Unhurt, undaunted, they, with chearful Eyes, 
Saw on each Side the quiet Ocean riſe. 

So through this redder Sea, without Diſmay, 
 Unhurt, undaunted we purſue our Way: 

At length, through darkſome, winding Caverns led, 
We ſtopt with lightſome Heels, and loaded Head, 
Oh Moſes! had this been th' Egyptian Sca, 
Thy Hoſt had had a ſorry Guide in thee; 
For much, I fear, thou dſt been as drunk as we. 


— „ * _—_ as 3. =- FI th. 1 


* 


On the Jame. 


Hrough the Red-Sea, on foot, of old, we 
* + read, | | 

How Moſes did the fay'rite Hebrews lead. 

What Deed to brag of, Moſes ? even we 


Have paſs d a redder, and more potent Sea. 


Ther 


her 
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Then ſo much more our Courage was than thine 


Thy Sea was Water, but our Sea was Wine! 


* 


The Modern Fine Gentleman: 


7 


TYRED up by Parents arbitrary Rules, 
The unread Ideot ſcoffs the letter d Schools: 


. 


Latin and Greek ! The crabbed Study needs 
A harder Head than His. Thus, Naumpy pleads. 


The fondling Parents, ever meck and mild, 


Conſent to ſpoil the Man, to pleaſe the Child: 


So een at home the Baby Brute's to ſtay 

To con his Horn- book, or with Nurſe to play. 
Laborious Task ! — But bleſs'd with nat'ral Parts, 
The Youth tranſports his Bigot Parents Hearts, 
Who pleas'd, obſerve, How he i Learning gains, 
How ſtrong his Genius, and how fine his Brains. 
And rig'rous Tutors as pedantic ſcorn, 


Tond to believe — The Boy's a Scholar born. 


ST But 
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But now, a nobler Study asks his Care, 

A Study ever pleaſing to the Fair: 
With red-heel'd Shoe, and ſcarlet Stocking grac, 
To a ſpruce Spark the pretty Maſter's plac'd ; 

A Dancing Sir! whoſe Heels exceed our Brain; 
Elſe why ſhould hapleſs Poets write in vaio, 
And Pantomime excel the Muſes Strain. 

EToN no more ſhall raiſe her tow'ring Head, 
Nor boaſt her Sons: For lo! all Learning's fled; 
The Muſe that neſtled there, now droops her Wing, 
No Bard remains her flow'ry Meads to ſing, 8 

The rural Laſſes, or the bubbling Spring: 
Learning deſpis d, each flies it, and purſues 
What with more Pleaſure, greater Eaſe accrucs. 
Dancing! tis that the Sons of Cat-gut prize. 
„ With what an Air he ſinks! with what a Grace 
to riſe! 
c How ſtraight the Leg! how finely turn'd the 
Toe! 
% How pois d the Body, and how fram'd to go!” 
Thus 
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Thus FRANHHIS cty'd. Enraptur d with the Child, 

The tender Mother's Joy, grows perfect wild; 

She ſees his Motions in the winding Dance, 

« O how he takes hre ver comes from France!“ 
In this fine Art, ſtill more and more t excel, 

Each Maſaucrade he haunts, and bears at each the 

Bell; 

Dreſs d in Brocade, well plaiſterd up his Hair, 

He ſhines a Tyrant o'er cach captive Fait; 

With each Hir Fopling he acquaintance makes, 

And enters Member in the Club of Rakes 3 


Damns, drinks, and ſwears, affronts, but does not 


fight; 
Let naked Swords blood-thirſty Men delight; 
Let them their Conqueſts, he'll his own declare, 
How follow'd, and how courted by the Fair! 
How Billetdoux in Rows his Toilette preſs, 
Sweet as the Eſſence, that perfumes his Dreſs: 
Then his fine Judgment to the World to prove, 


The Wretch muſt talk of Flames, of Darts, and Love; 
82 Muſt 
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Muſt feign the Paſſion, howſoe er he lyes, 

And fall a Victim to one Lady's Eyes: 

For What's the Fop, or what's the Man of Dreſs, 

Without a fav'rite Nymph his Hours to bleſs? 

Or who fo dull, but Cupid's poignant Dart 

Will find an Entrance, and ſecure the Heart ? 

For this, round Drury's Hundreds he will range, 
Haunt Fleet-ſtreet Alleys, and ſurvey th Exchange; 
Boaſt of Intrigues; a moſt enſnaring Life! | 

"What Cit he cuckolded, how pleas d the Wife. 
At length, the Fop ſome tawdry Gipſey ſees, 
Whoſe Monmouth-Suit is bought by Vice's F es; 
| Whoſe radiant Eyes the Lamps of Heaven ſhow, 
Whole Skin is whiter than the falling Snow. 
Thus he, in Extaſy, her Charms runs o'er, 
And ſpreads an Angel's Veil aronnd a Whore. 
| Strangely cnſnar'd, he languiſhes, he dics, 
And burns to make the crafty Dame his Prize, 
Whilſt ſhe, with coy Repulſe, his Suit denies : | 


But 


But 
The 


Thi 


Tol 
But 
At 
Per 
Arc 
Aly 
Plc 
In « 
W. 
Bui 
Fle 


. 
N (303) 


zut with that Faintneſs her Repulſes are, 


They ſerve as Baits to lead him to the Snare. 
Thus, for a while, ſhe ſlily acts her Part, 
Torments his Breaſt, and racks his bleeding Heart : 
But leſt her Frowns ſhould all her Hopes deſtroy, 
At length ſhe yields to bleſs the Baby-Boy 
Permits, at laſt, his eager Hand to rove 

Around her Neck, and Breaſts, the Seat of Love. 


Plcas d with his Conqueſt, he forgets his Friends: 
In coſtly Treats the ſparkling Guinea's fly, 


But ſoon, ah ſoon! this viſionary Scene 

Fled from his Sight, and prov'd the faithleſs Quean. 
Oercome with Wine, as Morn he ſlept away, 
While Phebus ſhone with more refulgent Ray, 

Th' unthinking Sot is, by the artful Jade, 

To Ruin, Shame, and Poverty, betray'd 3 

His Pockets rifled, and departs in ſtate, 

Deck'd with the Trappings of his loſt Eſtate. 


Now 


Always with her the Day, the Night he ſpends, 


Whilſt Toys and Trinkets both, their Place ſupply. 


; * 
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| Now free of her, and free too of his Night, | 
He walks bewilder'd ; Wretch bereft of Light! 
Poor, pennyleſs, he roams, devoid of Bread, 
And knows no Pillow for his aching Head; 
While pungent Pains rack c'ery failing Part, 
Torment his Spirits, and infeſt his Heart; 
In odious Blotches ſwells the pimpled Skin, 
And foully tells the dread Diſeaſe within. 
Where ſhall he fly, or where his Health ſecure, 
No Doctor, now, will do the needy Cure. 


Near Surry's fertile Fields, a Manſion ſtands, B, 
That for ſuch Wretches opes her friendly Hands Te 
There walks he in, there ſeeks for Cure in vain, in 
Not Mercury itſelf can eaſe his Pain: 


Day after Day, he finds his Health depart, Hi 

G And falls a Victim to the pois nous Dart. * 
| Creeps on his waſting Legs, about the Ward; Ai 
- Nor breathes the Air, nor ventures in the Yard. T 

Now ſinks his Speech, now languiſhes his Eyes; 4 


True Martyr to the Cauſe! rots, ſtinks, and dies. 
Warn 


* 
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3 | 
Warm Duarters in the Winter. 
N War's dreadful Tumults, Bellofus' delighting, 
[ Affirm'd, that an Enemy's Wounds were 
inviting. | | 
True Honour alone was obtain'd in the Wars, 


And nothing more glorious than Bruiſes and 


Scars. g | W 


| B 
"0 


But the Seaſon being ſpent for Murders and 
Saughters, | 

Bellofus's Regiment march'd into Quarters; 

To riot and wallow, till Spring ſhould again 

Invite em to Arms, in a ſecond Campaign. 

One Night it ſo happen d Bellaſus being drunk, 

He ſtoutly aſſaulted the Room of a Punk. 

With Courage invincible forces the Door, 

And Ventre a Ventre engag'd the young Whore. 

The Effect of the Battle, few Hours made plain, 

And ſhew'd, that their Honours had both got a 
Stain. 
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Like Splinters of Bombs, (not Needles or Pins) Wi 
The poiſonous Venom his Head, Back, and Shins, 
By Fits, and by Starts, here and there, it aflails; 


Lik 
He curſes, and ſwears; then weeps, and then rails; 


To the bitter Deceiver, the Cauſe of his Woe! 


As well as he's able, prepares him to go. 


When come to the Door, he finds Madam within, 70 
And ſtoutly upbraids her with the damnable Sin. 
She coolly reply d. Do you rail, Sir, at Fire; 


Why, Pricking and Shooting is what you admire! 


—_—. — —. PIT 8 


— — 


On a Female RopE-DANCER. 


Ar 

An EPIG RAM. An 

| | Su! 

LF... the Rope, with what an Air Ge 

The cunning Gypſy treads! | * 
Carclcſs ſhe ſeems, with artful Care, 
And fearleſs, whilſt ſhe dreads. 


Wit 


it 
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With ev'ry Spring ſhe does allure 3 _. # | j 1 | 
With ev'ry Bound ſurprize; j | 
Like skilful Divers ſtill ſecure, 4 
She ſinks, again to riſe. | | | || | J 
n 1 


To the 5 Mp. W H 2 


his incomparable, incomprehenſible Esser 3 
on SATIRE. 2 . 
AIL, AL BIO! once for martial Acts |} A 
H renown'd ; | : 1 i 
But happier now with peaceful Laurels crown d. | | | \ 
Around each Head poeticꝶ Bays ſhall twine, ; | | 
And ev'ry Mævius like a Virgil ſhine, | | 
Sure never Age like this ! in Nature's ſpite, | | 
Genius, or not; the ſame; they all can write. | * 
With Words, devoid of Thought, they hope to 1 | ' 
pleaſe, | 1 


And tuneful Nonſenſe pen with labour d Eaſe. | | 
| 
| 


Su- 


Tt 
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Superior to the reſt, lo H appears! 
And with majeſtic Strut his Form he rs: 
Intent on Satire, tatius is deſpis d; 

But Satire, ſure, was ne'er ſo ſatirig d 


Thy Eſſay, H 
To future Times, ſhall eternize thy Name: 


T, immortal as thy Fame, 


Ages on Ages, may for eyer paſs, 
Thou, on thy own Record, ſhalt ſtand an Aſs! 


An * from Martial. 


Like in 8 and alike in Life, 
A croſs-grain d Husband, and a peeviſn Wife; 


When thou, ſo like her art; ſhe, ſo like thee; 


I wonder, ſo great Likeneſs can't agree. 
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On a Statue of Jo Ius Cxsas, repreſen- 
ting him crowd with Laurel, leaning 


on a Globe, a Book in one Hand, and a 
Sword in the other; with this Inferig- 


Zion, Ex UTROQUE CESAR | 


8 


Such at PHARSALIAa; was the Hero ſeen, 


Uch C#sar was; with ſuck majeſtick Brow; 


And awful Front, he met th approaching Foe. 
duch his ſtern Look, and ſuch his Godlike Mien, (. 


Calm amidſt Dangers, midſt Alarms ſerene! 


So, when alive; the Warrior's Head was crown'd, 
And Laurel-Wrcaths the Victor's Temples bound: 
So, when alive, o'er Arts and Arms he reign'd, J 
One Hand the Book, and one the Sword ſuſtain d; | 
To ſhew his Wiſdom rul'd the World, his Valout 


gain d. 
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Arfoer to an Epiſtle, from a Friend i in 
_ zhe e - 1 


Eliere me HARRY, you're miſtaken quite; 
B* The Town affords me no > ſuch gay Delight: 
Careleſs 1 paſs the melancholy Day, 

And the dull Night creeps heavily away. 

For what is Pleaſure to a Man confin'd, 

But the worſt Phantom that can teaze the Mind, 
Like raging Luſt with Impotency join d? 

'C is Hel on Earth; a Tantaluss Treat, 

To ſtar 
Sure, H RRV, tis the greateſt Curſe of Fate, 
To be dependent with a Soul that's great; 
A Soul that, free and unconfin'd as Light, 
Wou'd at whatever to herſelf ſeem'd right 


Each gen'rous Dictate of her own fulfil, 
Nor frame her Maxims by another's Will. 
What then is all the Pleaſure you explain, 


But the mere pictur d Image of the Brain! 


in Plenty, when provok'd to eat. 


No 
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No Place, devoid of Freedom, gives us eaſe; 

But bleſt with Freedom, any Place will pleaſe, 

If in the Country, I wou'd fit me down, | 
Smoak a grave Pipe, nor envy thoſe in Town; 
Oft with the Squire wou'd hearty Bumpers quaff ; 

Talk as inſipid, and as loudly laugh : | 


Then, if Difcourſe on Dogs or Horſes ran, 


Strait Id begin How ſweet a Girl is Nan! 

Mark her high Forchead, and her arched Brow ; 

Her Checks like Roſes, intermix'd with Snow ; | 

Her rolling Eyes, her Lips, her comely Cheſt, 

The panting Marble of her ſnowy Breaſt, 

That heaves and ſwells, inviting to be preſt. 

Thus Id run on, nor cyer quit the Score, 

Till fav'rite Horſe ſhows yield to fav'rite Whore, 
Sometimes thro' ſolitary Fields I'd rove, 

And watch the Muſes in the ſhady Grove 

There, in à ſweet Receſs from Noiſe retir d, 


(Warm d by their Preſence, by their Notes inſpir d) 


Uu 2 Their 


(872) 
Their ſhining Steps, obſervant, Id purſue, 


Pant after Fame, and catch her as ſhe flew. 


But if a City-Life ſhould be my Fate, 


And, ſuitable to it, a large Eſtate, 


Then ev'ry Moment I'd with Mirth employ, 
Sate ev'ry Wiſh, and give a Looſe to Joy: 
Each happy Hour in Gaicty improve, 

My. Days in Drinking, and my Nights in Love; 
Sceptres and Crowns, with pleaſure, I'd deſpiſe, 


c Nor envy Jove his Sunſhine, nor his Skies. 


— 


To a Gentleman and his Spouſe, on their 
— D D I N G. 


Job | 


Leſt Pair! whoſe Life with Angels' vies, 
So pure, ſo bright your Love; 
So high, it can no higher riſe, 


So fixt, it cannot move. 


( 3x3) 
Il. 
Whom neither greedy Thirſt of Gold, 
(che View of ſordid Minds) 


Nor ſacred Rites ſo firmly hold, 
As Love which faſter binds. 


III. 


Crown'd be your Days with Happineſs, 
From all Misfortunes free ; 
Your Youth, may Health and Vigour bleſs, 


Your Age, may Progeny. 


IV. 


Nor Morn, nor Eye, will ever view 
Contention, N oiſc, or Strife, 
While you a tender Husband ſhew, 

And ſhe a loving Wife. 


V. 


Thus, cach to each freſh Joys impart, 


And mutual Bleſſings give, 
"OY Unrie 
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Untivall'd, in each other's Heart 


0 

Thus, ever loving, live! 

It 

al T0 k-— IMSD 
An Epiſtle from DELIA to Damon. 

14 

Ince I no more the leaſt Eſteem can find, W 

 Þ Falſe as thou art, and fickle as the Wind! 12 

Whither! oh whither! ſhall unhappy I, 0! 


From Senſe of Shame, and coming Anguiſh, fly! Vc 


How vain are Oaths to bind the roving Youth! 


How vain the Ties of Honeſty and Truth! n 
Ruin'd by thee, by thy falſe Vows betray' d, & 
I range the Plain, a weak, enervate Shade! Br 
Vet, could I once be bleſt with ſight of you, T] 
Methinks I might my former Strength renew; Tl 


If not, the Grave muſt ſoon receive its Due. 
Abſence, I've heard, will ſoon allay Deſire, 
Repel the Darts of Love, and cafe the Fire, 


(315) 
0 could it but my raging Love abate, 
then might hope to find ſome caſicr Fate; 
And not to die by DamoN's rigid Hate. 


There was a Time — (could ſuch this Moment 


prove, | 
1 ſhould not be the Wretch undone by Love.) 
When I with Damon o'er the Meads have walk d, 
Have gaz d on DAMoN's Eyes, with Damon talk d; 
Or when fatigued, by ſome cooling Spring 

You've often fat, to hear your DELIA ſing, 

To hear your DELIA? Ves, twas then your Choice; 
But Grief has now deſtroy'd your DELIAS Voice; 
So much deſtroy'd it, Plaints can ſcarce ariſe, 

But force their Paſſage at her ſtreaming Eyes. 
Then DAMon come, and (if you've Pity) ſave 
The Wretch you've made, from the devouring 
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The Weighty Fryar ; or, A Cargo of Sing 
| thrown over-board. 
| HE Weather was cloudy, the Billows ran 
T | high, 5 2 
Whilſt old Boreas rattled and ſtorm'd in the Sky; 
The Veſſel Half ſhipwreck'd, the Crew full of Fears, 
Some curſing and ſwearing, and ſome at their 
Pray'rs: 
Oh Heavens! crics one, we are certainly loſt; Sir, 
Then piouſly mumbled o'er his Pater-noſter. 
To the Rope, ſays another, ye pious old Knave 
you; 
For that is more likely than praying to ſave you. 
Oh what Vows there were made to nach Saint and 
| cach Martyr ! 
If they'd fave them that time, they'd be good cyet 
after. 


But their Saints are 100 fly to be cheated, they knew, 


That Vows made in Danger, but ſeldom ate true: 
Fo! 


= & = > 


7 | 
For a Sailor Ten Thouſand will make in a Storm i 


But take care, when on Land, not one to perform. 


A pious old Father, who then was on board, 
And heard how the Winds and the raging Seas 


roard, 
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Cry'd out, Ah! ye Wicked- ones quickly repent, 
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This Tempeſt on you is for Puniſhment ſent, 


1 
| For breaking thoſe Vows you have oft made to # 
Heav'n, 1 l 
And keeping from 45 what you ought to have | 1 
given; | | | 
b Oh! how can you ever to proſper expect, | ; | 
If to pay to your Prieſt his Dues you neglect? ll. f 
How oft have you vow'd, when before in a Storm, n 
If that time you were ſavd, you'd be good and 
reform; 
; And promis'd your Pay as a Tibute to me, 


For praying to Heaven to calm the rough Sea. 
7 But remember, ye Vile-ones, ye're till in my Debt, 
For thoſe Vows, when on Shore, ye took care to 


* for ge t. | X X For 
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For theſe Crimes, oh! I fear, ye can neer be T 


forgiven; 
Since cheating of me is cheating of Heaven. ce 
His Reprimand over, for every Tranſgreſſion, £ 
He exhorts them ſincerely, to come to Confeſſion. ec 


The poor fright'ned Mariners, trembling with Fear, 

Pour their Sins thick and faſt into Domzne's Ear; cc 

Then with hoty Water (a ſacred Ablution) 0 

He ſprinkles them over, and grants Abſolution; 

Then fell on his Knees, and cry'd, Heavens! may 1 1 
it pleaſe ye, | 

Command now the Storms to be quiet and caſy. / 

But, alas! Heaven did not the Fryar regard, Sir; 

For (till rag'd the Seas, and the Winds blew as hard, 

Sir. I 


* 5 


The Boatſwain, as honeſt and merry a Fellow, 
As ever got drunk with a Cup of good Mellow, 


(On whole Side the common old Proverb did lie, Sir, 


Who's born to be hang d, ne er drowning ſhall dic, 
Sir) 


Thus 


( 319 ) 
Thus roar d out aloud, © Friends, the Reaſon is 
plain, E 
« Why the Tempeſt does (till in full Fury remain; 
What ayails it that ey'ry one here hath conteſt, 
« Since our Crimes are on board ſtill, and lodg'd 


in our Pricſt ? 


(4 


<Q 


What think ye of toſſing the old Fryar in, 

« And drowning of him with every one's Sin.” - 
Ay! ay! quoth the Crew, let Domine go, 

Then ſurely the Winds won't continue to blow. 
The Crew thus agreeing, the old Fryar they ſeize, 

And, Jonas- like, toſs him, the Storm to appeaſe, f 
Says the Boatſwain, We now may expect milder 

Gales, | 
Look! look! with our Crimes, where old Domine 
fails, 


XX 2 * 4 
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E A 80 N G, occaſioned by a Joung 
Ladys ſbewing her + E. 


By Mr. H. B. 


LL tell ye, good People, a Story ſo merry, 
1 Of Holy-day Folk, who went up in a Wherry, 
To Hammerſmith, there to drink Tea with a 
Friend, | 
And the rcſt of the Day in a Ramble to ſpend. 
Derry down, &c. 


His Highneſs's Houſe was the next Thing in view; 

So, with Wind and with Tide, they fail'd up to 
Kew : 5 

But obſerve the ill Luck of theſe Damſels ſo fair, 


The Baulk it was great, for the P— was not there. 


Derry down, &c. 


From the Lamb on the Green, the Ladies did walk, 


Like Angels in Perſon, like Saints in their Talk. 
To 


(321) 


To the Palace they came, ſaw the Dairy and Cows, 
And * W: 


but Bows. 


4 (Courtier-like) gave them nothing 


Derry down, &c. 


His H—-n—ſs was then to the Opera gone, 
To ſce fair Cuggoni, and hear her ſweet Song; 


had not been there that 


But if the good 
Night, 
At home he had ſeen a much pleaſanter Sight. 
Derry down, &c. 


The Accident fatal, I bluſh to declare 

Which happen d to one of theſe Ladies ſo fair, 

Who, by lip of her Foot, moſt unlucky ! did ſhows 
A Pair of plump B—t— cks, as white as the Snow. 


Derry down, &c. 


The Sight, you'll imagine, occaſion d much Mirth, 
And to Laughter, and Jokes in abundance, gave 
birth; 


For, 
* The P-——'s Valet, who ſhew'd the Apartments, 


* 
For, a merry Wag ſaid, that the Skin on that 
Place, | 
Was fairer and ſmoother, by far, than her * Face. 


Derry down, &c. 


The Show being over, to Brentford they hoy'd, 

Where they eat butter d Buns, eil their Stomachs 
were cloy' d. 

Then, the Beaus to the Belles laid, 'tis time to 
away: 


So the Cpt and Toe had the How fo pay. 


Derry down, &c. 


— 225 - A 
A 

An Epiſtle to a Coquet. V 

| A 

Ovely, pretty, charming Betty, Pi 


Give me leave, in Rhime, to grect ye: 
Rhime 
* The Lady being very brown, and much pitted with the Small- Pos. 


6323) 
Rhime beſt, they ſay, your Sex engages, 
And Poets pleaſe ye more than Sages. 


Then by the pow'rful Charms of Rhiming, 


Numbers, Feet, and Crambo Chiming, 


| intreat my little Deary, 

To give an Anſwer to each Query. 
Shou'd I tell you, that I love ye, 

May my Paſſion hope to move ye? 

Can a younger Son prevail, 

If Will, an elder, chance to fail? 

Or ſhall 7—4, while both are vying, 


Scize the Prize, and leave us ſighing ? 
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In ſhort, to end all future Wrangling, 


And keep us three from further Dangling 3 


And that we may no longer teaze ye, 
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Will Law or Phylick better pleaſe ye? 
And if unhappy Law's diſcarded, 
Pray which Phyſician's beſt regarded? 
Put off the Jilt, cen tell it our, 
Why ſhould you kcep us thus in doubt ? 
I 


(324) 
If Im th' unhappy Lover, ſay ſo, 


I hate to ſigh, and whine, and pray fo. 4 
By Cupid ! it is monſtrovs lilly, 4 
In pining J—4, and whining B—9; — 
To look ſo ſheepiſh when you frown, I 


Hanging their Ears, like Aſſes, down; 
And then to equal Gods in Bliſs, 


When you but deign to ſmile or kiſs. 


Can ſuch Platonic Ninnys move 
So brisk a Maid, as you, to love? C: 
No! by the Impudent and Bold, 0; 
A Maid ſhould always be controul'd. At 
| who'm for more ſubſtantial Bliſſes, Ve 
Than ſmiling Looks, and empty Kiſſes, By 
Better deſerve your Love than they, pa 
(Tumps of inanimated Clay :) | 5 
But if you think I'm not deſerving, 5 W 
| Prithec, don't leave my Love a ſtarying; | 7 


Tell me, nor keep me in this Pother, 


That I may fix upon another, 


( 325 ) 
| Who'll not detain me long in Durance. 


So I'm your Servant, G——e Aſſurance. 


r wo". - ” 2X. —_— 


Ut Piftura Poefis erit, Hor. de Art. Poet. 


TAil! ſacred Art! that can'ſt in Colours ſhew 
11 All Nature's Face diſtinctly to the view; 
That, like ſome Deity, with powerful Skill 
Canſt form a new Creation at thy Will, 

On the plain Canvas bid new Worlds ariſe, 

And diff rent Objects ſtrike the Gazer's Eyes. 

Ye Muſes bluſh! for ever bluſh for Shame ! 

By Painting robb'd of more than half your Fame: 
Painting, which Beautics to the Eye conveys, 
And Bodies in their cleareſt Light diſplays; 
Whilſt all your Art's to xarrow Space confin'd, 
Content to pleaſe, or elſe inform the Mind; 

Not able, by the Pow'r of Words, to ſhew 


Mankind, as if alive, ſo plain to view. 


Yy Nor 


(326) 


Not but the Muſe has thouſand Charms to boaſt 
But all thoſe Charms are on the Vulgar loſt. 
What if ſome high Conccit, in Words expreſt 
In all the Pomp of Verſe, and Learning dreſt, 

If Art, with pureſt Judgment mix d, we find, 
And lofty Thoughts, with lofty Style conjoin d, 
Applauſe is granted as the Poet's Due; 

But granted only by the Learned Few. 

Now Painting Pleaſure does on all beſtow 3 

For all can ſee, though few the Beauties know. 

Thus, when fe ancient curious Piece is ſhown, 
By Titian, or Vandyke, or Kneller drawn, 
Amaz'd we gaze, and half diſtruſt our Eyes, 

So lively are the Forms which on the Canvas riſc! 
At once we cry, (tranſported at the View) 

Sure mag d Nature hath excell'd the frue ! 

What thouſand diff'rent Beauties may one trace, 


 Adorn'd with more than zmitated Grace! 


Here rival Nature to thy Art muſt yield, 


And vanquiſh'd, and abaſh'd, forſake the Field. 
He! 


Vn, 


e! 
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Her brighteſt Scenes imperfect all appear, 


Her flow'ry Plains, her Streams as Cryſtal clear. 


Compar'd with theſe thy Colours, — ſcarce the Sky 
Preſents a nobler Proſpect to the Eye. 

Thus o'cr the Muſes Painting bears the Sway, 
And like Applauſe both skill'd and unskill'd pay: 
Something or other does cach Gazer pleaſe, 

And each with each, in mutual Praiſc, agrees. 

But Poets till this other Hardſhip find, 

Though bright the Genius, though the Muſe prove 
kind, | 

Though the Breaſt olows with ſtrong Poetic Fires, | 

And Phebus (elf the happy Thought inſpires ; | 

Yet till one Language mult expreſs their Mind, 

In one poor Language all their Thoughts confin d. 

Now ev'ry Tongue is at the Painter's Call, 

And as thoſe write in one, theſe paint in all. 

From Coaſt to Coaſt, the well- drawn Picture flies, 


Alike its Beauties diff rent Nations prize; 
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( 325 } 
Their Sight informs them what the Painter means, 
They read his Mind converſant in his Scenes: 
Though Strangers to his Language, yet his Name 
And Sill, with laſting Honours, they proclaim ; 
His Pieces ever ſpeak to ALL the ſame, 

Yet till both Arts do equal Gifts require, 
Nature muſt warm alike with genial Fire: 
Nature and Art in both alike muſt meet, 
And judgment muſt be had, to make the Work 
e.. 
When finiſh'd thus, the Piece for ever ſhincs; 
The Poet lives immortal in his Lines; 
The blooming Colours never fade away; 
Nor ever will the Poet's Fame decay. 
But where there Genius wants, where Nature 
ſleeps, | 
And to herſelf her choiceſt Favours keeps, 
Eruitleſs will prove your Labour, and your Pain, 


Sound Judgment, Learning, Art all ſtrive in vain. 


The 


WH Y Wd 


( 329 ) 


The Painted Piece will ſtiff, and ſtarch'd appear, 

Without that ſoft, engaging, caſy Air, . 

Which Nature does imprint. —— No /ive!y Grace 

Will add a Luſtre to th unlively Face. 

So when in ſpite of Nature and her Laws, 

The Poet dares attempt to gain Applauſe, 

How harſh! how lame! how rough his Numbers 
flow! 

How cramp his Style! his Images how low! 

When ftriving for to ſoar aloft, he ſwells, 

And empty Bombaſt all his Pages fills ; 

His vile Conceits High-ſounding Words expreſs, 

Like awkard Actors clad in regal Dreſs. 

Thus, void of Nature, Art will be but vain, 

And Piece and Poem ſhare alike Diſdain: 

But Nature oft, without the help of Art, 


Does rich Endowments to the Mind impart : 


Her Maſter-Strokes we feel, her Tracts we know, 


Her Beauties thouſand Pleaſures do beſtow : 


But 
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But ſtill imperfectly thoſe Beauties ſhine, 
Unleſs both Art and ſolid judgment join. 

So when ſome coſtly Structure we deſcry, 
Whoſe lofty Turrets ſeem to touch the Sky, 
If Grandeur, and Magnificence combine 
To make Delight with Admiration join, 


We gaze, and we applaud ; but want of Art, 


Or Diſproportion in a ſingle Part, 


Will check the riſing Pleaſure of out Soul, 
And leſs delightful make the mighty Whole. 

But Art and Nature, when at once we find, 
With niceſt Judgment in each Science join'd; 
Whate'er the Poet writes, or Painter draws, 
Muſt baffle Envy, and ſurpaſs Applauſe. 
Long as their Works their Memory remains, 
Age after Age, in Gratitude, retains 


A Rev'rence for their paſt Iaborious Pains, 


T hs 
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The Husband Confeſſor. A TAL E. 
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C.-Y oft in bloody Field, 
Sir Giles his proſp'rous Sword did wield; 
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Maintain'd, where'er he came in Fight, 
His Lord and King's diſputed Right ; 
Had often been with Conqueſt crown'd, 
Whilſt Fame declar'd his Vi'rics round. 
His King theſe Actions to requite, 
Rais'd him to Lord, from ſimple Knight. 
Swell'd with the Title, home he comes, 
With Trumpets Sound, and Beat of Drums; 
Alighting, enters at his Gate, 

Adorn'd with lordly Pomp and State; 
Where, in her Chamber, (hard to ſay) 
He found his Wife extremely gay, 


With a young Beau, in wanton Play. 
Strangely ſurpriz d, my Lord retires ; 


His Boſom burn'd with jealous Fires; 
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And ruminating on the Caſe, 
Dreaded to know the ſad Diſgrace. 


Says he, When laſt I took my leave, 


(Who would, what now I ſec, believe?) 


How ſhe upon my Garments hung, 


Whilſt melting Words fell from her Tongue z 


How ſtream'd her Eyes to vent her Woe; 


And crying, Will my Deareſt go! 

My Dreſs ſhall then be Sable Weeds ; 
To paſs the Hours, I'll tell my Beads: 
To Heav'n ſhall be my conſtant Pray'r, 
To bring my Deary ſafe from War. 
Who'd truſt a Wife! my Eycs are now 
A Witneſs of her broken Vow ! 

My Laurels ſprout upon my Brow. 

I am not worthy Thought, I ſee, 
Tho' deck'd with true Nobility. 

Some way I'll ſeek the Truth to know, 


Whether my Stars have doom'd it ſo. 
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When after racking much his Brain, 

Fancy preſents Eaſe for his Pain. 

Accordingly he poſts next Day 

Unto a diftant Cell, where lay 

A lazy, idle, aged Prieſt, 

Who'd many a ſinful Wife confeſt. 

To him my Lord explains the Scene, 

Where, how, with whom his Wife had been 

And begs he would, for the Tranſgreſſion, 

Exhort his Dame to ſtrict Confcilion ; 

That he might ſtand in Corner nigh, 

And hear if ſhe'd the Fact deny. 

By Gold o'ercome, the pious Man 

Aſſures him, he'd do what he can. 

But ſays, — If you her Crimes would hear, 

E'en take my Habit and the Chair. 

No ſooner ſaid, but *tis agreed; 

The Lord's equipt in Maſquerade; 
Aſſumes, with pricſtly Look, the Chair, 
While proſtrate knee!s the blooming Fair. 

2 2 
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Art thou prepar'd ? the Father cries. 


Jam, the cunning Dame replies. 
With auſtere Brow, ſays he, Begin; 
You muſt relate each Crime and Sin; 
The Facts, the Time, how, when, and where, 
You muſt, with contrite Heart, declare. 
I will, (cries ſhe) and drops a Tear. 
Theſe Arms have cheriſhd Day and Night, 
Have often clafp'd, with fond Delight, 
A Prieſt, a Nobleman, and Knight. f 
And more — Nay, hold perfidious Jade! 


No more! Enough already's ſaid: 


1 


What! with a Prieſt? Bewitching Fair! 
Know'ſt thou to whom you this declare? 
Yes, very well, fays ſhe, My Dear, 

To you, my Husband, in the Chair: 
(For ſhe was cunning, and knew well 
To clear the Fault in which ſhe fell.) 
Baſeſt, ſays he, of Human Race, 


Confeſs theſe Actions to my Face. 
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Be calm, cries ſhe, and take Advice, 

111 clear this Riddle in a Trice: 

Firſt, then, your Knighthood's on Record; 
Han't the King made you now a Lord? 
And ſince thou'rt thus, dear Hubby, dreſt, 
You know you are a reV'rend Prieſt. 
Enough, he cries, the Matter's clear, 
Thou'ſt wiſely ſaid, my loving Dear, 

And ecas'd thy Husband of his Fear. 
Both went in love to Bed that Night, 


And got a Boy before 'twas Light. | 


— — —_ 


To a young Lady, who, by Miſchance, ft 
one of her Eyes. 


& 


Ourn not, fair CLo', the ſad Miſchance 
Which robb'd thee of thy Eye, 


M 


Nor let thy Tears our Griefs enhance, 
Tis Death to ſee you cry. 
2 2 2 
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Whilſt for thy Loſs I mourn'd one Night, 
And ſilent muſing ſate, -: 
How CLo', endow'd with Charms ſo bright, 


'Cou'd meet {0 hard a Fate; 
III. 0 


Lo little Cupid did deſcend, 
And whiſper in my Ear, 
Your Judgment yet a while ſuſpend, 


And Fil the Cauſe declare: 


TY 


IV. 
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© Such piercing Fire did CLor's Eyes, 
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© In Streams, diffuſc around, 
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% That cvery Heart, in dying Sighs, 
% Confeſt a flaming Wound. 
V 
Not ſwifter from the Thund'rer's Hand, 


The darted Lightning flies, 


1 


« Not Death ſo ſure cou'd that command, 


As CLoEs killing Eyes. 
VI. 


« Jovx grew enrag d to find, that ſhe 
« Had certain Death at Will; 
« What! ſhall a Mortal too, ſays he, 


© Have Power, like me, to kill. 


VIL 


*« It muſt not be, — fly Cue, fly, 
« (Sure Envy fills thy Mind) 

« And with thy pointed Arrows try, 
« If thou can'ſt ſtrike her blind, 


VIII. 


« In vain to ſtop the dire Decree, 
In vain were all my Sighs: 
« Ah! 'twas a cruel Task for me, 


« To ſtrike my CLOE' Eyes. 
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IX. 


Says I, Ah! moſt almighty Sire, 

« Can Beauty be a Crime? 
Yes! reply'd he, — ſhe'll ſet on fire 
« The World before its Time. 


X. 


Then down again, with dolcful Heart, 
« Before the God I lay, 
Begg'd he'd command my fatal Dart 


« To take but one away. 
XI. 


At laſt, he granted that Requeſt ; 
« And I was forccd to fly, 
(Oh endleſs Torture to my Breaſt!) 


* And ſhot away her Eye. 


XII. 


But tell my Maid to ceaſe her Sighs, 
„ And let her reſt aſſur d, 


© Thoie 


ec 
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0 Thoſe Slaves ſhe conquer'd by her Eyes, 
„Are by her Eye ſecur d. | 


»1—»—— 


Inſtructions to a Painter. 


Thou who paints ſo very well, 

() Go ſearch the Queen of Beauty's Cell; 
Employ thy ev'ry Art and Care, 
1o paint my abſent PHILLIs fair. 
You'u ſay you ne'er bcheld that Grace, 
You ne'er beheld that Cherub's Face. 
The happier is your meaner Chance, 
You're happicr by your Ignorance. 
Then, in few Words, be this your Law, 
How you my Shepherdeſs ſhall draw. 
Firſt, let ſweet Roſes, mix'd with Lillies, 
Adorn the bluſhing Cheeks of PriLL1s; 
Now little Loves her Breaſts diſplay, 


Then wanton Smiles her Face - betray. 


T9807) 
But why ſhou'd I theſe Things unfold 3 


For Venus PHILLIS will be ſold: 
None ever will the Myſtery ſound, 


Their Features ſo alike are found. 


Vis, vi repellitur. 


I. 


Ong CEL1A (importun'd in vain) 
1 { Withſtood Love's fatal Dart, ; 


At length, Hot Love, from cold Diſdain, | 


Found Paſſage to her Heart. 
II. 
Tou, whoſe fond Soul was all Deſire, 
Imagin d he was bleſt; 


Rejoic d, to think e s gentle Fire 
Was kindled in her Breaſt, 


( 341 ) 
III. 


But, lo! a * eek explain d the Caſe, 
And made him curſe the Dame; 
Proving, to Cupid s foul Diſgrace, 
Her's not the pureſt Flame. 
IV. 


Tho' ſhe with Love his Love return'd, 
His Wiſhes all expir'd; 


For he, who thought her Breaſt had burn'd, 


Found ſomething cl e was fird. 
To; 
Declining Love, from thence took flight, 
Which long had made a Pother, 


Thus ſhe one Flame extinguiſh'd quite, 


By kindling up another. 
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Bu 
The Pious Nun. 
ANE, a young Bantling having had Mm 
J Led Life auſtere, ſecm'd always ſad, 
Whilſt her gay Siſter Nuns and Mates V\ 


Were ever peeping at the Grates. 
The Abbeſs to her Daughters ſaid, 11 
In a grave Speech which ſhe had made, 

Lead Daughters, lead the Life of Jaxs; 
Fly, fly this World, and all Things vain. _ — 
To which they anſwered in this Strain: : 
Pioks as JANE we all will be, 


When we have done as mucli as the: 


; * 
. ; . . . * - * * * 
4 « þ ; 
a 4 23 "i 
| 


On a young Lady, who envied her Hier, | 


on account of her Aadmirers. 


F Jenny Beauty had, or Wit, | 

1 I ſhould not then admire, 

(Says Betty) though the World was ſmit, 
And pin'd with fond Deſire. 


\ » 
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But ſince to neither, Jenny can 
In Juſtice lay a Claim, 
What is there, ſay, fond, fooliſh Man, 


Remains to feed thy Flame ? 


Why Love is blind ; in Lovers Eyes 
The Homelieſt give Delight. 

If ſo, no Wonder (Betty cries) 
That Jenny charms your Sight. 


Epitaph on a Lyer. 


= by ſleeps, till the laſt Day, ſhall break, 


One who the Truth did ſeldom ſpeak, 
A Man who plac'd his whole Delight 
In contradicting what was igt: 
But what docs molt of all ſurprize, 


Though mute, and dead, yet „fill he lies. 


Aa a 2 
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The EPHESILIAN Matron, 


N Epheſus, as ARBITER has ſung, 
I There liv'd a virtuous Matron, fair and young, 
None more than ſhe could lay a juſt Pretence 
To Honour, Beauty, Learning, and good Senſe 
None more than ſhe could wake the fleeping Lyre, 
Make the Strings ſpeak, and ev'ry Note inſpire : 
Fame loudly ſpoke the Wonders of the Fair 
And well might ſpeak,— for Virtues ſomething rare. 
80 perfect and ſo regular her Life, 
No Man could boaſt a more endearing Wife. 
Day after Day, Peace crown'd the Nuptial Bed; 
But ſoon the viſionary Tranſport fled; 
Fate, envious of her Joy, cut ſhort her Husband's | 
Thread, 
Diſtracted at the Loſs, ſhe flew around, 
And gaſh'd her Breaſt with many a bleeding Wound; 
Like Kivers ran in Torrents from her Eyes, 
Her Tears; with hideons Screams, ſhe pierc'd the 
Skies ; Da 


. 
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The Night in Grief ſhe ſpent, the Sun aroſe, 

Still were her Griefs the ſame, the ſame her Woes. 

Advice of Friends, Relations; all were vain 

Still ſhe mourn'd on, would ftill in Sighs complain. 

When to the Tomb the ſable Corſe they bore, 

Her Crics renew'd, her flowing Locks ſhe tore, 

Sprinkling the Face of Earth with human Gore. 

Now at the Tomb ſhe wearies out the Day, 

And fondly claſps th inanimated Clay; 

Firmly reſolv'd, amongſt the mould'ring Dead, 

The ſmall Remains ſhe had of Life, to lead. 

Now one Day's fled, the next, another's gone, 

And all are Tears and Groans ſhe lives upon. 

Complaints againſt the Gods, and adverſe Fate, 

Sum up her Diet — Mighty wholeſome Meat! 
A faithful Female-Slave, her Play-mate once, 

Saw this, and would with her the World renounce, 

With her, with humble Grief, the Loſs bemoan, 

Shed Tear for Tcar, and utter Groan for Groan. 


Not 
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Not far from them another Corſe had made 
His Tomb; but different the Cauſe 'tis ſaid: 
For he, no other Monument could boaſt 
Than Shame; — (deſerving of a Hburn Poſt!) 
Expos'd in Air, deteſtable to View | 
He hung; — A Scarecrow to the robbing Crew! 
To watch the breathleſs Corſe, and watch with 

Care, 
A Guard was poſted to the. Gibbet near; 
That if it chanc'd, the ſame was ſtole away, 
The Guard his Lite, for the Neglect, ſhould pay. 

In Sable now was cloath'd the peaceful Night, 
Vhen lo, from far, appear'd a glim'ring Light, 
Whilſt mournful Groans his lit ning Ears affright. 
Struck with Surpriſe, he hears repeated Sounds, 
The dire Complaint, his wond'ring Senſes wounds. 
To know the Cauſe, impetuouſly he flies, 1 
The mournful Scene point out th increaſing | 

Cries; 
He finds the Tomb, and ſtiffens with Surpriſe. 3 
Speechleſs 
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Speechleſs a while th' affrighted Soldier ſtands, 
Views her diſkevell'd Hair, and uplift Hands, 
The various Poſtures of continu'd Woe. 
At length her Springs of Grief he asks to know. 
No Anſwer would the mourning Matron give, 
The mourning Matron ccaſes not to grieve. 

The Soldier then moſt prudently retreats ; 
But ſoon returns, loaded with wholeſome Meats; 
Off'ring the Food, perſuades the weeping Fair 
To taſte, to eat, and drive away Deſpair. 
Perſuaſions, all are vain, her Griefs renew, 
While from her Eyes rolls down the briny Dew. 
Not once diſhearten'd, he his Suit repeats, 
Again deſires, that ſhe would taſte the Meats; 
At length Intreaty his Requeſt compleats. 

New Beautics now her faded Checks adorn ; 
She ſhines as lovely as the bluſhing Morn 
Her panting Breaſts their former Whitencſs ſhow, 


Fair as the Lilly, or the falling Snow. 


And 
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And now again her late ſwoln Eyes impatt, 


Joy to the Sight, and Pleaſure to the Heart. 

No more the lifeleſs Corſe obtains Regard, 

She owes her Life's Return unto the Guard; 

Whilſt he, a Victim to Love's fatal Dart, 

Fcels firange Emotions fire his manly Heart; 

And to the Fair the ſudden Cauſe confeſt, 

While ſhe; in kind Return, his Wiſhes bleſt. 
Now to his Poſt, away the Soldier goes, 

Where ſoon he found a weighty Scene of Woes, 

While he enraptur'd with the Matron lay, 

A Thief had ſtole the pendant Corſe away. 

Back he returns, relates the heavy Tale, 

Asks her Advice, yet fears twill not avail. 

The prudent Dame (the Matter weigh'd) replics, 

Away with theſe unmanly Fears and Sighs; 

Take you my Husband's Corſe; away, begone, 

And hang it up, before the Loſs is known. 

As faid, he did, 'twas ſilent, ſoon, and over : 

And thus the Widow ſav'd her ſecond Lover. 


To 
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To LUCINDA, 


— 


TY Elieve me, dear Lucinda, you diſgrace; 
B By Frowns, the lovely Features of thy Face; 
Think not that gtave, and philoſophic Air, 

Can add a Charm to make you ſtill more fair. 
Since Nature bleſsd you with a gentle Mind, 
Strive not 'gainſt Nature, to appear unkind : 
Pride, Cruelty, and Scorn, may juſtly move 
Our Hatred, and Contempt, but not our Love, 
Love is by gen'rous Motives only gain'd ; : 
And ſhe, who acts by other, is diſdain'd. 

Though thou wer't fair, fair as the new-born 

Day, 

Yet wou d the ſhort-liv'd Beauties ſoon decay, 

Beauty muſt fade, when Youth has run its Race, 

And Age and Wrinkles, and gray Hairs take place : 

Then think how great's her Grief, how ſharp's her 
Pain, 

Who liv'd till Youth was fled, and liv'd in vain! 

Þ bb What 
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What dire Remorſes fill her anxious Breaſt! 
What melancholy Cares diſturb her Reſt! 


Alone, forlorn, from Place to Place ſhe flies; 


Deſpis'd ſhe lives, and unlamented dies. 


Conſider then, before your Bloom is paſt, 


Beauty's a Flow'r that will not ever laſt; N 
And think how often thoſe, who lov'd before, (t 
Fall off, as Age draws on, and ceaſe t adore. . 
What though to ſome no Cauſe for Love you P 
find, | V 

At leaſt be civil, where you can't be kind: V 
Civility to all Mankind is due, \ 
Though Love and Favour are deſerv'd by few. V 
Ihen leave that ſcornful Look, that cold Diſdain, * 
And let not Louth and Man plead Love bh vain ; A 

. Forbear to rule with arbitrary Sway, R 
Leſt we ſhou'd alter, as your Charms decay. A 
8 


EBLANA 
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EBLANA Zriumphant over LONDON. 


ON DON muſt now to great EBLANA yield, 
I, No more muſt ſhe the Patriot Banner wield, 
No more aflert her Liberties and Laws, 

(Her Country's Bulwark) in her Country's Cauſe; 
He who ſo lately made that glorious Stand, 
Protecting from oppreſſtve Schemes the Land; 
When BARBER, BAR BER! (whoſe immortal Name 
Well merits, and ſhall meet an endleſs Fame,) 
(Whilſt penſion'd Slaves, who for a Bribe or Place, 
Would Slayery intail upon their Race, 
Unmourn'd by all, ſhall without Honour die, 
And in the Earth, like common Lumber lic :) 
Roſe like a Guardian-Angel for our Good, 
And bravely miniſterial Schemes withſtood z 
Scorn'd the vile Bribe, like thoſe from whom it 
came, 
And before Wealth prefer'd a Patriot's Name. 
Bbb 2 Twas 


— - 
= 


1% 
' 
1 
7 


2 £ — — 
— , * , — * > E a K 
——— —— NR —— — — 2 ————— — — — as 0 — Y 
. - * ys 8 I — — *, —— — 2 ho — * 
- 
- * 


. jo 
Twas thus when Cz/ar, with unbounded Sway, 


Made all the Roman Provinces obey, 
Cato, the God-like Cato, dar'd withſtand 


That bold Invader of his native Land, 


Laugh'd at his Threats, and all his Power defy'd, 
And with Contempt his proffer d Love deny d. 
'Twas thus too FRENCH, with Honour, fill'd the 
Chair, 
To each Hibernian grateful, ever dear, 
Grateful indced herſelf EBLANA ſhew'd,. 


And ſtrove to pay the Favours which ſhe ow'd: 


She deem'd no fawning Penſioner ſo fit, 
As FRENCH within a Senate-Houſe to ſit. 
'Twas Gratitude, 'twas Juſtice too, ſhe knew, 


To pay to Merit what was juſtly due. 


Vain was the Courtier's Cringe, his wheedling Face, 


Vain was the proffer'd Penſion, Bribe, or Place ; 
In vain Corruption rear'd her baleful Head, 
In great EBYAxA, ſtruck by grateful Honour dead. 


* 


Thou 
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Thou great Example in a ſervile Age, 
Oh! could my Muſe on ſuch a Theme engage, 
In equal Numbers, write thy growing Fame, 
Or ſpeak the Honours thou may'ſ juſtly claim; 
Eager with Joy, I'd ſing thy great Renown, 
And on thy Glory ſtrive to build my own: 
But Patriot Worth, and Virtue great as thine, 
Demand a Pen ſublimer far than mine ; 
A Task for Phebus, and the Sacred Nine. 
Whilſt the World laſts, thy Fame can never die; 
Merit too high for Verſe will live in Memory. 


Such LonDoN was, but nc'er again ſhall be, 
Unrivall'd once, but yielding now to Thee ; 
How oft has He her Country's Bulwark ſtood, 
Scorning Self-intereſt, for her Country's Good ? 
How oft has She (reluctant to obey) 

Shook off a Tyrant's arbitrary Sway ? 
And joining Britain's Intereſt with her own, 


Eſtcem'd alike a Fav'rite's Smile or Frown, 


But 
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But now no more the Safe-guard of our Iſle, 
She barters Honour for a Courticr's Smile; 
And meanly ſerving miniſterial Ends, 

Supports her Foes, whilſt ſhe neglects her Friends. 

Ungrateful City] how cou'dſt thou reject 
One who His own did for thy Good neglect? 
ho when Oppreſſion threat'ned to invade 
To of the greateſt Branches of thy Trade, 
Anxious to ſave thy Welfare, (glorious Worth!) 
Role up, and flew the Monſter in its Birth. 

Thus when a Hunter, in a deſart Plain, 

Finds, in ſome Cave, a Lion's fruitful Den, 

(The Lion abſent, in a Scarch of Food) 

Boldly he ſcizes on the helpleſs Brood ; 

Bur when the Beaſt back from his Haunt returns, 

Finds his Young ſtole, his Breaſt with Fury burns, 

Swift o'er the Deſart, in purſuit he flies, 

And makes the fearful Hunter quit his Prize. 
Was it ſor this, that BaRBER was deny'd 


To be in Parliament thy faithful Guide? 


/ 
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Was it for this, ungrateful you could deem 
A Courtier worthier there to ſit than him? 
Was it for this — But ill can be expreſt 
By Words, the glowing Rage that fires my Breaſt. 
Ingratitude's the worſt of Crimes that can 
Be lodg'd within the Soul of ſinful Man; 
You've verify'd the Proverb you may boaſt, 
«© What for th' ingrateful Man you do, is loſt.” 
Shortly, perhaps, your Folly will be plain; 
Then you may curſe your Choice, but curſe in 
. vain: — 
Juſt like a Sinner, when his Life's near ſpent, 
Would then, but ah! alas too late! repent ; 
And when your once dear Liberties are ſold, 
By ſervile Members, for their dearer Gold; 
Then to preſerve them, vain will be your Care, 
For BARBER, worthy BARBER! won't be there. 
Hail! honeſt Man! may Heay'n prolong thy 
Days, h 
And every Briton yield thy Merit Praiſe ; 
And 
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And whilſt (ungrateful City !) he's alive; . R 
Each Sight of him thy Folly ſhall revive ; T] 

And after Death, his endle(s Fame ſhall be 
A Monument of endleſs Shame to thee. O 
Wa Tl 
A 
— Quid non mortalia bectora cogis 1. 
Auri ſacra fames ——— 8 
Hoever has a Caufe dependant, Pr 
(Let him be Plaintiff or Defendant) V 

Muſt (tho' it is a curſed Hardſhip) 

Bribe, who wou'd think it? c'en his Lordſhip, Fe 
For Juſtice ſeldom can prevail, A. 
A Purſe of Guineas turns the Scale. O1 


In vain his Right the Plaintiff pleads, 
In vain produces Title-Deeds, 

If the Defendant will disburſe, 
And ſlily tip my Lord a Purſe ; 
He learn'd in Quibbles of the Law, 


In Plaintiff's Title finds a Flaw : 
Rizht, 
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Right, Title, Equity muſt fall, 

The weighty Purſe o errules them all. 
But leſt you think I've got the Trick 

Of ſcattering Dirt where twill not ſtick; 

That 1 Lampoons and Libels make, 

And ſcandalize for Scandal ſake: 

You who ſuppofe the rev'rend Tribe 

Of Judges ſcorn to take a Bribe, 

Pray liſten, and a Story hear, 

Will make what I've aſſerted clear: 
Two ncighb'ring Gentlemen of late; 

Fell out about a ſmall Eſtate ; 

As it appears, the Roll upon 


One's Name was Jones, the other John. 


Each claim'd a Right as good as t'other, 
Zones by the Father, John the Motlier; 
| Though it had been by all confeſt, 
That Jones his Title was the beſt; 
But John had got the Staff in hand, 
Having Poſſeſſton of the Land; 

Cce 


Poſſeſ⸗ 


: 
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| 
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Poſſeſſion wiſely he foreſaw, 
Wou'd be eleven Points in K .] 
The Controverſy ſoon grew high, 
In vain the Friends of either try 
To have the Matter arbitrated, 11 
And in a friendly way debated; 
That they ſhou'd be by them decided, 
Or that the Eſtate, ſhould be divided. 
The Parſon of the Pariſh too, 
Did interpole ; but twou d not do. 
Each, like two Maſtiffs for a Bone, 
Inſiſted upon all or none. 
Thus Terms of Arbitration "_ 2206 
The Parſon likewiſe not- prevailing, i 
Law muſt decide who's right, who's wrong; 


And fo to Law they go ding-dong. 
if Zones to a Lawyer put his Caſe, 
C And tells him how-the Matter Was. 
The Lawyer (as all, Lawyers do, a 


When they have got a Cauſe in . 
Tells 
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s him he's right, bids him go on, 
vd on John. 
hy then with ſpeed, 


Tell 
And get Ejectment ſer 
If ſo, ſays Jones, W 

1 authorize you t procced, 
Don't hang me up too long, I Pray, 
So took his Leave, and went away, | 
The Lawyer having full Inſtruction; 


With uſual Fee, the Introduction. 


To every CaulC; (be it good or bad, 


The Fee, Sir, always muſt be had) 


Wrote to his Agent up in Town, 
m an Ejectment down. 
is ſery'd on John. 


t on. 


To ſend hi 
The Ejectment comes, 
And all things properly Wen 
To tell, 1 hold it necdleſs, Sir, 
How oft Defendant did demur, 
Ho many Tricks and Quirks he play d: 
(His Lawyer, tho 1 ſhou d have ſaid) 


For then m Tale wou d quickly be 


Long as a Bill in Chancery, 
CC 2 
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And make the Reader cry, I wiſh you 
Would bring your Tale and Cauſe to Iſſue. 

Well — to the Point, (without Digreſſion, 
And all Rhetorical Expreſſion.) + 
We'll now ſuppoſe the Aſſizes come; 
Judge uſher'd in with Beat of Drum, 

By Sheriffs-Officers ſurrounded, 

Before his Coach the Trumpets ſounded z 
Whilſt every where the mobile Rout 
Roar'd out an univerſal Shout. 

So when of old from forcign War, 
Some Roman Chief, in ſplendid Car, 
Return'd victorious, all around® 
The expanded Roar of Mob wou'd ſound, 

To make my Simile more fit, 

(For Similes ſhou'd always hit) 
Such were the Shouts that fill'd the Air, 
When the poor Fidler and the Bear 


Cudgell'd, and beaten much, alas! 
Was forc'd to yield ta Hudibras. 
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But with your Similes have done, 


Say you, and with your Tale go on. 
The Rargc-Show being paſt, the Riot 
Made by the Mob was finiſh'd and quiet, 
The Judge took Lodging, where d'ye think? 
Where he cou'd get beſt Meat and Drink; 
For every revrend Judge, I'm ſure, 
Is like a Prieſt, an Epicure. 

It ſeems the Cauſe Jones contra John 
Stood firſt in Paper to come on; 
Jones on the Caſe conſidering nicely, 
Came to a Reſolution wiſely, 
A Preſent to my Lord to make; 
(Which Judges ſeldom fail ro take) 
And tho', by Right, the Eſtate was his, 
A Preſent cou'd not be amiſs. 

Thus fix'd, he to his Lordſhip goes; 
When, after many cringing Bows, 
Thus he begins: © My Lord, you ſec 


* Your humbleſt Servant here in me; 
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tc ] have an humble Suit to move, 


And hope vou will indulgent prove; 


c 


* 


Obſerving as through Town you paſt, 
« Your Coach, my Lord, was not the beſt, 
« Seem'd to be old, and want Repair, 
<« I've one will fit you to a hair, 
« As good a one as Hands cou'd make it, 
* And hope you'll be ſo kind to take it.” 
Be ſeared, Sir, the Judge replics, 
A very honeſt Fellow this. 
Speak on — © Well then, ( ſays Jones) my Lord, 
*© I have a Cauſe that will be heard 
© By you in Court to-morrow.” — W hat, 
Replies the Judge, wou'd you be at? 
What ! bribe a judge to me a Bribe! 
No! Juſtice only is my Guide. 
Says Jones, © My Lord, you quite miſtake ity 
* Tas a Preſent only make it.“ 


Oh! quoth my Lord, if ſo you give it, 


I as a Preſent may receiye it; 


Ss To 
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All Judges look on Bribes as mean, 


And, Heaven be prais d, my Hands are clean; 
Vet, for your Kindneſs, honeſt Man, 
III do you all the Good I can; 
Your Cauſe is right, I do believe, 
And I'Il for you a Verdict give. 8 
Jones, well contented at the Heart, Sir, 
Makes a low Bow, and then departs, Sir. 
No ſooner was the Plaintiff gone, 
But in comes the Defendant John, 
And, in petitioning Behaviour, 
Humbly intreats his Lordſhip's Favour; 
And ſays,.— “ As thro' the Town you rode, 
* I obſerv'd your Horſes were not good, 
« I've two fine Flanders Mares at home, 
«© Not better, Sir, in CHriſtendom; 


For you, my Lord, this Year I've kept em, 


0 


* 


And humbly beg you would accept em; 


But when in Court, my Lord, you ſee 


— 


y « Well, 


() 
Well, quoth the Judge, ſince thus you offer 


So kindly, 1 accept the Proffer. 

Go, home and ſleep content to-night, 

The Cauſe is yours, your Cauſe is right. 
The Trial came next Morning on, 

My Lord a Verdict gave for John. 

Jones, (and Reaſon too he had) 

For loſing of his Cauſe, moſt mad, 


Does to his Lordſhip's Lodging go, 


9 O79: 


And, without bowing, enters now, 

„My Lord, ſays he, youve us'd me vilely, 
« Who wou'd depend on Judge ſo wily ; 

* When Right was on my Coach attendant, | 
00 To give a Verdict for Defendant.” 

Hold! hold your Breath! his Lordſhip cries, 
And thus in manner ſage replies; 


"Twas not my Fault, as God ſhall ſave me, 


Th' unruly Mares Defendant gave me, 

Un vain your Coach and Juſtice try'd, Sir) 
Drew Coach and Juſtice to his ſide, Sir. 9 
Thus 


9) 
Thus Jones (to Law a great Reproach!} 
Was ſtript of both Eftate and Coach. 


ett. 
as — IS — 


IS 
* — 
pI RY EU I - * — 


De Gourd and Acorn. A F A BLE. 
Hatever is — is Right alone, 


\ \ Heav'n's Wiſdom ſhall a Man difown? 


That Criticæ vain! ſhall he teach Jove, 
And e'en correct his Works above; 


Think this amiſs, and that is Stuff, 
vet knows himſelf is but a Puff, 


That comes and goes with . Wind, 
And be to his own Folly blind; 


Shan't dare arraign a mortal Prince, 
Yet publickly a Providence. 
To ſeek no Proof that's out of date, 
The Gourd ſhall finiſh the Debate. 
A Clown in a conſid'ring Mood, 
Dame Nature, criticizing ſtood, 
Whilſt under a delightful Shade, 
Which a majeſtick Oak-Tree made, 
| Ddd Obſer4 
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Obſerving, as he caſt his Eye, 


A weighty Gourd was growing by; 
Says he, as cagerly he gaz d, 


The more I view, Im more amaz d: 
This weighty Gourd, I wonder how, 


Upon a Stalk ſo thin, ſhould grow; 


Where ſtor'd great Jupiter his Brain? 


Contriving this — he's out, that's plain 


For wou'd not I have plac'd. that there, 
Upon the lofty Oak-Tree here; 

Much better wou'd that weighty Fruit 
With theſe tall hardy Branches ſuir. 


Codsfiſh! tis pity — faith! good lack! 


Thou wer't not bred a Scholar, ach; 


Thou wou ꝗſt have pos'd the Pariſh-Prieſt, 


And made him look like Balaam's Beaſt. 
Had I been ove, tis ten to one, 

But all things had been better donc: 

As for Example, here again 

That Oak an Acorn to ſuſtain, 


- 


TOR 4 


. 


1 
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is it not monſtrous — ſmall as Flea, 


2, 
6 Yd 


This Acorn hanging on this Tree. 


Sure Jove, when he made theſe, was drunk; 
Ortambling with ſome Drury Punk. 
Ar length, with his Reflections, tird 
(Reflections much to be admir'd) 
Under the Shadow of the CO 1 1 
Supine he uy in Momus Cloak 3, | 
When 101 a Beete of Wind aroſe, | 
And hurl'd : an Acorn on his Noſe. | 4 N rr 
Tf tofanc he wake d, furpriz's, he dard, 5 
And found it 0 his Beard; 5 
His Noſe all bruis'd, and like a Flood, 
Adown his Chieeks was runn ing” Blood. 
What! how! Gays he, ſo ſmall Thing! +: - 
Such-a fad pickle fling me in 


Lord! what wou d * become of me, 
Had a Gourdyflllen 1 from the Tree? 


So home content he went at Night, 


And own'd whatever 16 is Right. 


8 
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$0NG of Wat me ſome loft, Sc. 
e ee 


Aft me ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze, 


\ ' To Yaux-hall's ſhady, dear Retreat, 


Where kind, conſenting Damſels pleaſe, 1 5 
And cool my raging, lovsſick Heat; 


Where blooming Tates, (deluding Fair ). 
Adorn'd with Art and N ature, gocs, 


Whoſe balmy Lips perfume the Air, 
And fragrant Sweets around diſclo ſc: * 


0 


Here 1 Careleſs us d to ee ; 
And o'er the Walks delighted ſtray d; 

Her ſmiling Face entic'd to Lore, 
Her Boſom thouſand. Charms FR 55 


so fine her Shape, ſo gay her Mica, 18 
Her auburn Looks ſo decent el, | 


Wherc'er her Angel-Form was ſcen, 
The Gods of Bliſs and Love did dwell. 55 
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Oh! let once more thy naked Armg 
Deſirous, preſs me to a Kis, 
Whilſt I, enraptur'd in thy Charms, 
Dying with thee, diſſolve in'Blik; 


„ 1 25 

Lay me on ſome bott downy Bed, 4-0 

When ev'ry buſy Thought: at reſt, be 
When tender Wiſhes fill my Head, 42. | 


And Love alone ulurps my Breaſt. | 


Let gentle Sruart too benlee, u rr i 
In azure Mantle Tooſely*dteſh ob 7 | 
As young, as wanton, and as fair, 
As when her teüder Limbs 1 s T pre." - 


. vary 1's 412 miw 21 


Oh Bacchus] haſte away, and bring | 
The Grape, the kindly Friend to Love; 

The Grape will make me ſweeter ſing, 
And Matty more e moye. 


COLLIN'S 


1 3700 


. 


* 


COLLINS Requoeſt. 


"\Ome, my Beiß, come away, 
+ Do not tarry, do not ſtay ; 
Come, my Betſy, come and lee A 
What thy Collin has for thee; ;, 
Come to yonder ſhady Bow'r, 
Love and I will wait the "Hour; 
There we'll kiſs, and there well play, 


Come, my -- away. 


Come, my Bet, to my Ams 

Come bring with thee all thy Chad 
Let thy Zone unbuckłd be 
Let me all thy Beauties ſee; | 
Let there be the ſparkling Eye, 

Dimply Smile, and heaving Sigh 34 W 
Let thy Treſſes looſely play 
Come, my Bet), come away. 
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O'er th Green we'll lightly trip 
From the ruddy pouting Lip, 


Eager let me ſnatch a Kiſs; 
Deareſt Betſy, grant me this; 
Grant my Fingers but to rove 
To the bubbling Font .of Love; 
Grant me there entranc'd to lie; 


Grant me there to live and dic. 
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Amen o a Woman. 


I. 


Expoſe to Sale, that wither'd Face, 
So wrinkled, hagg'd, and old. 
by : 
Nor vial boaſt of former Days, 
Or former Conqueſts won, 


How gallanted to Parks or Plays, 
Thoſe happier Times are gone. 


N? more bedaub'd with yellow Lace, 266 
| In Mockery of Gold, © 
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Fine Billet-doux no more e | 
The irkſome Minutes round; 


Returning Scenes of priſtine Joy 
In Thought alone are found. 


5 


Then, prithee Dor. L, give o er the Chace, 2 


The nightly Walk forbear; 
With that abominable Face, 
You ſtrive in vain t' enſnare. 
7 
Tis time, believe me, to begin 
Repentance, don't delay; 
Confeſs each miſpent Hour, each Sin, 
Nor wait a future Day. 
der" 
To this Epiſtle lend an Ear; 
(em ſure you ought) and then, 
85K you. for th other World prepare, 


TS he 
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n 1: 00: 
Fine Billet-doux no more employ 
The irkſome Minutes round; 
Returning Scenes of priſtine Joy 
'\ Is Thought alone arc found. 
Then, prithee DoLL, give o'er the Chace, SMT 
The nightly Walk forbear ; | 
-With that abominable Face, 
You ſtrive in vain t' enſnare. 
+ Þ 
'Tis time, believe me, to begin 


| Repentance, don't delay; 

Confeſs each miſpent Hour, each Sin, 

Nor wait a future Day. 
3 

To this Epiſtle lend an Ear; 
(Im ſure you ought) and then, 

Whilſt you for th' other World prepare, 
Ill waft thee with — Amen. 
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the Depth of Winter, in a Cloſer” Parlour, or Dining. Room, 
ſo as to blow in all their full Perfection of. Colour and Scent. 
Alſo the Method to raiſe Salleting, Cucumbers, Melons, Sc. 
at any time in the Year. Price bound 18 8. 


Where may be had, all the new Books, plays. Pamphlets, Ge. as they 


are daily publiſh'd ; alſo Mon for any Parcels of Books; Boo ks ap- 
praiſed or methedized. At the {ame place may. likewiſe be had, all 
or any fort of Stationary Wares; ſuch as, Paper, Pens, Ink, Wax, 
Wafers, Cards, Quills, Sand, Pounce, Shop-Books, Copy-Books, 
Memorandum-Books, Pocker-Books, Slates, Standiſhes, Rulers, Peu- 


cils, &c. cc. c. at reaſonable Kites, 


r. | a. Fromtilpicte, 2 
repreſenting Philanaer e > "Princed” in ib "5 
Pocket Volume, on a fine Paper, 251 A _. * F. The | 


Refers. pe. "and other 
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